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Three  Cheer  Leaders 


Speci 

•STOUT 


°Keefe's  Beverages  Limited 

TorqNTo  ,  Canada 


There's  a  time    when    three's 

not  a  crowd, 
Don't   whisper   it,    shout    it 

out  loud! 
It's   ale,   lager   and   stout   that 

they  all  rave  about, 
Of   their   rep.     O'Keefe's    are 

quite   proud. 


BEERS 


Gold  Label 
Ale 


Pilsener 
Lager 


Special 
Stout 


O'KEEFE'S  BEVERAGES  LIMITED,  TORONTO 

Telephone  Main  4202 


Goblin 


Stops  and  prevents  the  nausea  of 
Sea,  Train  and  Car  Sickness.  You 
can  travel  anywhere  in  any  con- 
veyance   through   its    use. 

75c.  &  $1.50  at  Drugstores 
I  or  direct  on  receipt  of  price 

The   MothersiJl    Remedy    Co.,    N.   Y. 


A  Vegetarian   Romance 

"Come,     lettuce     get    married,"     said 
Arti. 
"Will  your  celery  keep  two?"  ask- 
ed she. 
"With  carrot  will  do  and  I  think,  dear, 
Something    better    will     turnip," 
said  he. 
She  replied,  slightly  radish  from  blush- 
ing, 
(Though  her  rouge  was  parsley  the 
fault). 
"I've   always  bean  true,   and   I'll  still 
be, 
Though  your  kale  may  not  keep  us 
in  salt." 
So  off  to  old  Pars'n  Ipp's  cottage 

Onion  road,   the  wedding  to  stage, 
They  spud,  and  it  took  but  a  second 

In  this  modern  taxi-cabbage. 
But  you  can't  beet  a  taxi-cab  meter; 

Appeasing  the  bill   left   him  broke, 
Caused  a  lump  to  sprout  in  his  thorax, 
And  nearly   made  poor  Artichoke. 
However,    they   were  not  cress'fallen; 
To    the    house    on    the    corner    they 
went, 
Woke  the  Pars'nip  from  his  slumber, 
On  the  greensward  held  the  event. 
Of  a  Cole  8  he  made  her  a  present, 
And    they     now     take     a     spinach 
night — 
And  this  is  the  endive  my  story 

For    there    isn't    mushroom    left    to 
write.  — Judge. 


BOVRIL 

PUTS  BEEF 
INTO  YOU 


One  Thrill   More 

"But,"  said  the  cautious  screen  star, 
who  was  about  to  perform  an  appar- 
ently dangerous  feat,  "suppose  the 
rope    should   break?" 

"By  George!"  cried  the  director. 
"That's  a  good  idea!" 

— American  Legion    Weekly. 

*  *       * 

Mystified 

"Well,  well,"  said  the  absent- 
minded  professor  as  he  stood  in  the 
bath-tub,  "now  what  did  I  get  in  here 

for?" 

— Moonshine. 

*  *      .  * 
Advice  From  An  Expert 

Two  strangers  in  a  first-class  rail- 
way carriage  had  got  into  friendly  con- 
versation. The  windows  had  just  been 
let  down  on  account  of  the  closeness 
of  the  day,  and  the  desultory  chatter 
turned  to  the  subject  of  ventilation. 

"I  make  it,"  said  one  of  the  pas- 
sengers, "an  invariable  practice  to  ad- 
vise people  to  sleep  with  their  bedroom 
windows  open  all  the  year  round." 

"Ha,  ha!"  laughed  the  other;  "I 
perceive  you  are  a  doctor! 

"Not  at  all!"  was  the  confidential 
reply.  "To  tell  you  the  truth,  strictly 
between  ourselves,  I  am  a  burglar!" 

— Woman's   Viewpoint. 

*  *       * 
Ananias,  Dental  Surgeon 
Dentist:     "Now   open  your   mouth 

wide  and  I  won't  hurt  you  a  bit." 

Patient  (a  few  minutes  later)  : 
"Doctor,  I  know  what  Ananias  did 
for  a  living." 

— Boston   Transcript. 

*  *       * 

Mother:  "You  wicked  boy!  You 
came  home  like  that  at  dinner  time,  and 
after  I've  been  and  tidied  you  up  you 
go  and  have  another  fight." 

Small  Boy:  "No,  mother,  it  was 
the  same  fight;  we  knocked  off  for 
dinner." 

— Northern  Daily  Telegraph. 

*  *       * 

Pastor  Lippe  was  visiting  some 
friends  in  his  parish,  and  what  was  his 
delight  on  entering  the  kitchen  to  find 
the  cook  singing  lustily  the  "Old  Hun- 
dredth." 

"Ah,"  said  the  parson  to  his  rustic 
host,  "it  pleases  me  to  see  that  your 
household  is  so  devout.  I  heard  your 
cook  singing  the  'Old  Hundredth'  at 
her  work  this  morning." 

"Ah,"  replied  the  host.  "She  al- 
ways does  that  when  boiling  eggs — 
three  times  through  for  a  soft  boiled, 
and  four  times  for  a  hard  boiled  egg." 
— Lustige  Blaetter,  Berlin. 


Your  Opportunity  To 
Possess    Beauty  — 

To  enjoy  the  homage  and  admir- 
ation attractiveness  commands, 
lies  in  the  appearance  of  your 
skin  and  complexion.  Give  to 
them  an  enchanting  loveliness — 
the  glorious  sparkling  touch  of 
Beauty  that 

Gou  baud's 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

has  rendered  for  over  85  years.  An- 
tiseptic and  astringent  in  effect, 
making  it  exceptionally  valuable  in 
cases  of  blemishes,  wrinkles,  flabhi- 
ness,  excess  oiliness  and  undue  color. 
Renders  a  lasting  beauty  instantly, 
that  preserves  and  protects  the  skin 
and  complexion.  Made  in  White, 
P'esh   and  Rachel,   also  in   compacts. 

Scud    10c  for  trial  size. 
Ferd.T.  Hopkins  &  Son,  Montreal 


San  Francisco's  hospitality  is  well 
known.  They  have  never  given  a  visitor 
the  Golden  Gate.  — Life. 


*  After  Every  Meal  ( 


Pass  it  around 
after  every  meal. 
Give  the  family 
the  benefit  of  its 
aid  to  digestion. 
Cleans  teeth  too. 
Keep  it  always 
in      the     house.  p8l 

"Costs  little -helps  much  " 


s 


WRIGLEY5 


Goblin 


MATURE  appreciation  and 
youthful  enthusiasm  are  equally- 
aroused  by  the  beauty  and  quality  of 
body  work  surmounting  characteristic 
Reo  mechanical  excellence  in  the 
Gold  Standard  Sedan. 


REO     MOTOR     CAR     COMPANY     OF     CANADA,     LIMITED 


SEE  THE  REO  EXHIBIT  AT  THE  EXHIBITION 


Windsor,     O  n  t 


VoU  me  VI. 


TORONTO,  AUGUST,  ^925 


Number   1 


"Some  people  sing  when  they  are  sad,"  said  Hugo 
Schultz,  the  eminent  bathroom  baritone,  "but  my  own 
experience  is  that  when  I  sing  everyone  else  is  sad." 


Opportunity  knocked  at  the  door  of  the  Kiwanian. 
"Go  away,"  said  the  great  booster,  "I  have  no  use  for 
a  knocker." 


"Why,  Tom,"  said  I,  "You're  looking  punk, 
Pray  what's  the  explanation?" 
Said  he,  "I'm  just  recovering 
From  my  two  weeks'  vacation." 


Thirty  scrips  hath  September, 
April,  June  and  November, 
All  the  rest  have  thirty  too. 
No,   the  bootleg  boys  aren't  blue. 


^Uf\ 


Young  man  (excusing  himself  for  having  addressed  total  stranger):    "/'m  so  dreadfully  sorry;  thought  it  was  a  young  friend 

of  mine.     You  look  quite  young  from  the  back,  you  know." 
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It  Really  Isn't  the  Heat 

There  is  only  one  person 
Worse  than  the  man 
Who  says:    "It  isn't  the  heat, 
It's  the  humidity." 
And  that  is  the  bird 
Who  writes  rhymes 
About  what  he's  going  to  do 
To  the  next  man 
Who  says:    "It  isn't  the  heat. 
It's — "  Ouch,  le'  go  my  neck ! 
*•       *       * 

The  Bad  Old  Days 

Open      plumbing cobble-stone 

streets ....  antimacassars ....  tin  bath- 
tubs  horse    hair    sofas wax 

flowers  under  glass ....  ginger  pop .  . 
.  .  family  album ....  plush-covered  fur- 
niture     sideburns    charades 

.  .  .  .snuff.  .  .  .crazy  quilts.  .  .  .night- 
caps ....  leeches ....  Those  who  were 
always  thinking  about  "the  good  old 
days." .... 

— C.  G.  S. 


Specialist  (to  patient  trying  to  touch  toes) :  "I  main- 
tain all  people  of  normal  health  should  be  able  to  walk 
on  all  fours." 

Patient  (sotto  voce):  "Oh  Lord!  Is  this  a  veterinary 
surgeon  I've  come  to?" 


Chatty  Person:  "This  is  really  a  business  trip  I  am  on,  but 
I'm  making  it  business  and  pleasure.    You  on  business,  too?" 
The  Other:    "No — entirely  pleasure." 

Still  More  Epitaphs 

Here  lie  the  bones  of  Barclay  Bate, 

A  chief  executive  immense, 
We  hope  when  he's  at  Heaven's  gate 

St.   Pete's  "In  Conference." 
Here's  all  that's  left  of  Hubert  Spars 

Who  shuffled  off  aged  twenty-nine ; 
He  used  to  sit  in  smoking  cars 

And  query  people,  "What's  your  line?" 
Toll  the  deep  bell  for  Percy  Kent 

Who  never  risked  a  single  cent — 
But  after  every  race  was  run 

Told  how  much  coin  he  could  have  won. 
Here  are  some  parts  of  Wong  Hang  Choo, 

His  head,  his  arms,  and  both  his  knees; 
He  gave  a  laundry  ticket  to 

A  man  who  understood  Chinese. 

— /.  E.  McDougall. 
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The   Same  Old   Subject 

Characters:  He  and  She. 
Scene:     Her  house. 

She 
Do  you  promise? 

He 
Sure,  I  promise. 

She 
And  can  I  really  trust  you? 

He 
Of  course  you  can. 

She 
You're  certain  I'm  the  only  one? 

He 
Dead  certain. 

She 
There's  nobody  else? 

He 
Nobody. 

She 
I'm  so  happy. 

He 
I  knew  you  would  be. 

She 
It's  all  too  wonderful. 

He 
You  bet  it  is. 

She 
Yes,  I'll  take  nine  cases  of  the 
Scotch  and  eight  of  the  gin.  I'm  so 
glad  you've  told  no  one  else  about  it. 
And  you've  promised  me  it's  really 
genuine.  Send  them  around  to-morrow 
morning,  will  you? 

He 
Sure  I  will.  — John  Torcross. 


^ 


r/re  Modern  Trend 
^ARCHITECTURE 


Jhe  Chimney—      -    S^-T-. 
lon^J  considered  \  V 

•an  essential  — 
•around  which  the  house 
was  built,  With  thQ   advent 
of  elQCtric-heitin^  -appli- 
ancos  ~~  however  —  they  will  bo 
used  m-ainly  -as  -a  decorative 
feature  ~-  according,  to 
reliable  predictions-. 


X 


q  Apartment- dwelling 
Is  one  of  the  oldest 
styles  of  architecture 
in  America--,  as  this 
sketch  of  the  cliff- 
dwellers  of  Arizona 
illustrates, 


^any  delightful  designs 
have  com©  into  vo^ue 
as  a  result  of  incorporate 
the  bungalow  and  parage 
in  one  unitr 


c/^lote  the  great  height  of 
the  supporting  columns  — 
lending  dignity  and  ©xdusive- 
ness  to  an  otherwise  grotesque 
desi^r^,. 


XLS* 


Lflty 


idltv.     I 


I  once  had  a  uncle  in  Omagh 
Who  was  noted  for  his — well— 
'Tis  said  that  my  unc 
Once  met  up  with  a  skunk 
And  the  latter  fell  into  a  coma. 


■aroma ! 


Night  Bathing 

Above,  the  stars  and  moon ; 

Below,  the  moon  and  stars 

And  before,  a  path  of  shining  gold 

In  a   thousand  dancing  bars. 

The  earth  is  left  behind, 

Sunk  by  its  freight  of  fears; 

From  Nowhere  to  Infinity 

The  path  leads  past  the  spheres. 

Thus  must  the  soul  released 

Breast  the  uncharted  ways 

Across  the  sea  that  knows  no  depth, 

Nor  storms  nor  sheltered  bays  .    .    . 

Turn  back  to  where  the  clasps 

Of  friendly  hands  await ; 

Forego  the  skies  for  laughing  eyes 

— Before  it  is  too  late! 


-I.EM. 
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Local  Talent 

"Friend,"  he  said,  "could  you  spare 
a  poor  guy  out  of  work  the  price  of  a 
meal?" 

As  I  withdrew  a  plugged  dime 
from  my  pocket  the  theatre  tickets  I 
had  just  purchased  fluttered  to  the 
ground.    He  quickly  retrieved  them. 

"Theatre  tickets,"  he  said  simply, 
his  eyes  dimming. 

"Yes,"  said  I.  "You  used  to  go  to 
shows?" 

"Go  to  'em!"  he  exclaimed. 
"Friend,  I  used  to  be  'em.  I've  toured 
all  this  district,  played  in  every  town 
and  hamlet  within  two  hundred  miles 
of  here.  I  used  to  be  the  Local  Boy, 
the  Native  Son." 

"The  what?"  I  said. 

"The  Home  Product,"  he  explain- 
ed. "Whenever  we  played  a  town  I 
was  advertised  as  Pumptown's  Own 
Larry  Lamonte.  The  papers  used  to 
carry  stories  telling  about  where  I  used 
to  live  as  a  barefoot  boy,  the  only 
support  of  my  aged  mother.  Some- 
times there'd  be  an  editorial  about  how 
local  talent  had  made  good  on  Broad- 
way. The  mayor  usually  received  me 
in  front  of  the  city  hall  and  presented 
me  with  the  keys  of  the  town.  Used 
to  have  a  big  banner  strung  across  the 
main  street,  'Welcome  Home  Larry 
Lamonte.'  Carried  it  around  with  me 
everywhere.  Often  as  not  there'd  be  a 
crowd  outside  the  stage  door  of  folks 
that  used  to  know  me  when  I  was  a 
kid,  so  they  said.  Used  to  invite  me 
home  to  dinner.  There  wasn't  a  town 
in  these  parts  I  couldn't  get  free  board 
and  lodging  in  as  often  as  I  wanted." 

"And  then?"  I  asked. 

His  head  drooped. 

"Well,"  he  went  on.  "Dunkville 
and  Casselton  are  pretty  near  together, 
as  you  know.  One  night  we  played 
Dunkville  and  the  next  Casselton  and 
the  second  night  some  Dunkville  folks 
came  over  to  watch  their  rivals  turn  out 
to  see  their  native  son.  The  Dunk- 
ville gang  said  I  was  theirs  and  so  did 
the  Casselton  outfit  and  the  fight  was 
on.  Publicity's  sometimes  a  good  thing 
but  when  the  riot  got  into  the  papers 
of  all  the  district  I  was  through.  When 
we  played  Beerburg  next  week  the 
theatre    was   sold   out   by    four   in    the 


'M"  <VT5V<rrH — » 


Hostess:    "Why,  darling,  what's  the  matter?" 

Little  guest:    "I've  got  a  pain  in  my — er — my  equator!" 


afternoon  and  I  got  a  free  ride  out  at 
eight  thirty — on  a  rail.  Somehow  I 
ain't  been  so  welcome  anywhere 
since." 

"That's  a  lot  of  hard  luck,"  I  ad- 
mitted as  I  turned  to  go.  "By  the 
way,"  I  asked,  "where  were  you  really 
born?" 

"Right  here  in  this  town,"  he  said, 
as  a  policeman  told  him  to  move  on. 

— Alien  Daniels. 


"I   hear   George   left   everything   to 
his   wife." 

"That's  nothing,  he  always  did." 
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"The  Age  We  Live  in" 

I.  • 

The  Wheeze 
"Who  was  the  lady  I  seen  you  on  the  street  with  the 
other  day?" 

"Oh,  somebody's  wife." 

II. 
Afternoon  Tea 
"Do  you  like  yours  strong?" 
"Yes,  not  too  much  vermouth." 

III. 

The  Courtship 
"How  about  it?" 
"Sure." 

IV. 
Progress 
"What's  your  line?" 

"I'm  in  the  business  of  getting  business  for  a  business 
house.    It's  a  big  business." 

V. 

Family   Life 
"And  tell  me,  my  dear,  how  is  your  father?" 
"Father?    Oh,  yes,  that's  the  man  that  came  to  dinner 
the  other  night,  isn't  it?"  — /.  T. 


Black  and  Blue. 


Shanghaied 

He  uttered  a  low,  dismal  groan  and  awoke  with  a 
start.  How  his  poor  head  throbbed,  and  how  he  ached 
in  every  joint!  Indeed,  it  was  with  no  little  difficulty 
that  he  was  able  to  turn  over  on  one  side  and  gaze  out  of 
a  port-hole  upon  an  expanse  of  open  sky  and  sea.  But 
what  did  it  all  mean?  he  kept  asking  himself.  What, 
in  Heaven's  name,  had  happened?  Had  he  met  with 
some  terrible  accident? 

No  bones,  however,  appeared  to  be  broken,  and  some- 
what gingerly,  he  was  able  to  raise  himself  a  bit  and 
look  around.  Oddly  enough,  it  seemed  he  was  aboard  a 
ship,  and,  what  was  more,  the  ship  was  under  way.  Oh, 
why  couldn't  he  remember?  What  strange  and  ghastly 
fate  had  overcome  him? 

Then,  suddenly,  a  broad  smile  overspread  his  pallid 
face.  He  recalled  it  all — how  he  had  hired  a  gang  of 
thugs  to  waylay  them,  and  how  they  had  held  him  up  in 
that  dark,  squalid  alley  near  the  wharves.  He  chuckled 
gleefully  to  himself. 

You  see,  it  was  the  only  legitimate  excuse  he  could 
invent  for  successfully  escaping  from  his  wife. 

— CCS. 

*         *         * 

The  Typewriter  and  the  Telephone 

(A  Modern  Fantasy) 

In  a  great  office  building,  there  stood  on  the  same 
desk  a  typewriting  machine  and  a  telephone  that  gazed 
at  each  other  despairingly.  Both  were  extremely  sad, 
for  all  day  long  the  typewriter  had  been  pounded,  and 
the  telephone  continually  shouted  at.  Thus,  when  five 
o'clock  struck  each  gave  a  little  smile  of  relief,  realizing 
that  the  day  was  finally  at  a  close. 

"If  I  only  knew  what  they  were  talking  about!" 
moaned  the  poor  typewriter. 

"Ah,"  sighed  the  other,  "If  I  only  didn't!" 


10 
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"Don  I  worry,  Buddy,  this  airit  a  reglar  holdup.  Me  pard  here  wrote  a  love  letter  to  a  gal  out  east  las'  night  while 
under  the  inflooence  of  liker,  and  we  just  wants  to  get  it  back!" 


"Funny"  Men 

I  can't  stand  "funny"  men.  They 
give  me  a  pain  in  the  neck.  They're 
always  thinking  up  nifties,  and  every 
time  they  pull  a  wise-crack,  I  feel  like 
plugging  them  full  of  lead.  Some  are, 
of  course,  worse  than  others.  But 
they're  all  bad — the  whole  pack  of 
them.  They're  never  happy  unless 
they're  clowning  or  springing  sick  gags 
that  would  make  a  hyena  commence 
sobbing,  and  how  they  do  enjoy  it! 
Where  they  dig  up  such  sour  stuff  I 
can't  imagine.  At  any  rate,  I'm  not 
going  to  try  to  find  out.  I'll  leave 
that  to  them.  What  they  won't  do  for 
a  laugh,  isn't  on  the  calender.  Ex- 
cept, of  course,  cut  out  the  smart- 
alecking. 

Yes,  "funny"  men  certainly  hand 
me  the  weak  and  weary.  I  know  of 
only  one  thing  worse.  That's  the 
brand  of  bimbo  who  actually  gets  a 
chuckle  out  of  them. 

— Andre  Saville. 


Doris  (reading  aloud  end  of  a  very  long  letter.) — "Then  I  will  come  home 
and  marry  the  sweetest  girl  on  earth." 

Gladys — "What  a  dirty  trick,  after  being  engaged  to  you!" 
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Muriel:    "Peter,  I  want  you  to  help  me  make  Billy  jealous;  awfully,  wildly  jealous!" 
Peter:    "Righto!   Let's  get  married!" 
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"Mit  3 onai)  gtoalloto  tfje  OTfjale?" 


One  wonders  what  William  Jennings  Bryan  thinks 
the  cause  of  Fundamentalism  has  accomplished  by  the 
conviction  of  the  rebel  Scopes  on  a  charge  of  teaching 
the  theory  of  evolution  in  a  Tennessee  school. 

If  the  aim  of  the  Tennessee  legislation  forbidding  the 
exposition  of  the  Darwinian  theory  in  the  pubhc  schools 
was  to  frighten  the  science  teachers  of  the  state  into 
submission,  will  not  the  enthusiastic  support  and  world- 
wide fame  which  Mr.  Scopes  has  received  merely  for 
defying  the  law,  achieve  exactly  opposite  results? 

If  Mr.  Bryan's  idea  in  making  a  three-ring  circus  of 
the  trial  was,  through  publicity,  to  gain  adherents  and 
converts  to  the  support  of  his  own  literal  interpretation 
of  the  Bible,  will  not  the  scientific  evidence  given  there 
and  the  ridicule  to  which  Tennessee  has  been  held  up 
rather  have  the  effect  of  turning  thousands  to  the  sup- 
port of  rationalism? 

If,  for  a  third  guess,  it  is  Mr.  Bryan's  intention  to 
take  the  Modernist-Fundamentalist  controversy  into 
American  politics  has  he  not,  as  the  self-appointed 
Bible  champion,  given  the  Fundamentalist  cause  a  par- 
ticularly inauspicious  start? 


Mr.  Bryan  was  quoted  as  saying  that  the  future  of  the 
whole  world  depended  upon  the  outcome  of  the  trial 
at  Dayton  and  that  if  his  theories  were  beaten  and 
Evolution  was  upheld,  the  Bible  and  Christianity  were 
doomed.  Of  just  what  sort  of  mania  this  is  an  evidence 
we  do  not  know,  but  it  does  seem,  at  any  rate,  just  a 
trifle  egotistical.  Christendom  has  got  along  all  right 
for  a  couple  of  thousand  years  without  Mr.  Bryan's 
assistance.  What  basis  has  he  for  the  idea  that  the 
acceptance  of  his  theories  is  necessary  for  its  continu- 
ation? 

It  will  be  tragic,  though  very  interesting,  if  Mr. 
Bryan  decides  to  force  fundamentalism  down  the  throats 
of  his  compatriots  via  the  legislative  route,  for  he  will  be 
capitalizing  ignorance  and  prejudice  as  has  done  no  other 
modern  politician. 

The  Evolution  controversy  is  not  restricted  to  the 
United  States ;  there  have  already  been  some  preliminary 
skirmishes  in  Canada.  If,  as  some  predict.  Evolution 
will  take,  in  the  United  States,  the  place  of  Prohibition, 
as  the  subject  of  prime  importance  in  political  circles 
we  may  expect  to  see  some  Canadian  reactions. 
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Open  Season  in  Chi. 
The  Cook  County  (Chicago) 
Bankers'  Association  has  decided  to 
put  a  bounty  on  bank  burglars.  That 
is  to  say,  anyone  who  shoots  a  bank 
robber  dead  while  the  latter  is  occupied 
in  the  actual  work  of  his  profession  is 
to  receive  $2,500  from  the  association. 
To  win  the  bounty  it  is  not  even  to  be 
necessary  to  take  out  a  hunting  license; 
for  some  reason  that  is  not  exactly 
clear  the  sport  is  to  be  restricted  at 
first  to  policemen  and  bank  employees, 
but  no  doubt  the  necessity  of  these 
qualifications  will  be  removed  in  time 
and  the  pastime  of  bandit-plugging  will 
be  thrown  open  to  the  general  public. 

Meantime,  however,  the  offer 
should  raise  the  standard  of  banking 
and  policing  professions  by  no  incon- 
siderable amount.  Bandits  generally, 
and  bank  bandits  in  particular,  are 
said  to  be  at  least  as  common  in  Chi- 
cago as  polar  bears  in  Greenland,  so 
that  once  the  cops  and  the  bank  clerks 
get  down  seriously  to  the  business  of 
shooting  them,  it  should  mean  a  lot  of 
money  for  both  classes.  No  doubt  we 
will  see  some  of  our  own  crack  trap- 
shooters  and  Bisley  contestants  going 
to  Chicago  and  taking  jobs  in  banks 
or  on  the  force  in  order  to  be  eligible 
for  the  prizes.  Averaging  only  one 
robber  a  week  (surely  a  conservative 
estimate,  as  the  stock  prospectuses  say) 
a  good  shot  should  be  able  to  clear 
$100,000  a  year.  Whether  or  not  his 
amateur  standing  w>ould  be  affected 
is  another  matter. 

After  the  general  public  are  ad- 
mitted to  the  game  great  sport  should 
result.  Right  now  without  any  finan- 
cial encouragement  it  is  said  that  more 
Chicagoans  carry  revolvers  than  do  the 
citizens  of  any  other  place  except  pos- 
sibly Herrin,  Illinois.  Under  the  new 
regime  it  would  be  simply  improvident 
for  anyone  to  go  about  without  a  gat. 

There  is  only  one  difficulty  to  be 
foreseen.  It  is  this.  When  the  plan  is 
first  put  into  operation,  being  a  bank 
clerk  will  not  only  be  safer  than  being 
a  bank  robber,  but  it  will  be  more 
profitable.  Will  this  not  induce  the 
more  up-and-coming  of  the  bandits 
temporarily     to    seek     jobs     with     the 
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banks?  Such  a  course  will  inevitably 
throw  some  regular  bank  clerks  out  of 
employment  and  some  of  these  latter 
will  no  doubt  drift  into  banditry.  Thus 
we  will  come  to  see,  though  slightly 
altered  conditions,  a  continuation  of 
the  present  day  popular  sport  of 
bandits  shooting  bankers. 

The  Ontario  Library  Review 

The  Ontario  Library  Review  is,  ac- 
cording to  its  jacket,  published  quart- 
erly under  the  authority  of  the  Minister 
of  Education,  by  the  Public  Libraries 
Branch  of  the  Department  of  Educa- 
tion in  the  interest  of  the  Libraries  of 
the  province.  This  department  is  mild- 
ly curious  as  to  just  what  mode  of  pro- 
cedure the  P.L.B.  of  the  D.  of  E. 
follow  in  the  preparation  of  the  Book- 
Selection  Guide  which  appears  at  the 
back  of  the  Review. 

The  Book-Selection  Guide  is  pre- 
sumably for  the  assistance  of  public 
libraries  in  the  selection  of  books  for 
their  shelves.  In  the  last  number  of 
the  Review  there  are  a  large  number 
of  volumes  listed  both  fiction  and  non- 
fiction.  Under  the  general  head  of 
fiction  appears  the  sub-heading,  "Fic- 
tion for  the  Discriminating  Reader." 
Under  this  heading  appear  five  novels 
as  follows:  "Barren  Ground,"  by 
Ellen  Glasgow;  "Orphan  Island,"  by 
Rose  Macauley ;  "God's  Step-child- 
ren," by  Sarah  Gertrude  Millin;  "The 
Spanish  Farm,"  by  R.  H.  Mottram; 
"The  Rector  of  Wyck,"  by  May 
Sinclair.  Four  out  of  five  of  these 
novels,  be  it  noted,  are  by  well-known 
woman  writers ;  the  fifth  is  by  an 
author  whose  name  is  comparatively 
new. 

Under  the  same  general  head  of  fic- 
tion appears  another  list  of  books  bear- 
ing the  invidious  sub-heading,  "Pop- 
ular Novels."  This  list  includes  very 
properly  works  by  Clarence  Budding- 
ton  Kelland,  Pelham  Grenville  Wode- 
house  and  Elmer  Davis;  it  also  in- 
cludes "Arrowsmith,"  by  Sinclair 
Lewis  with  the  following  review: 

Martin  Arrowsmith,  a  country  doc- 
tor, works  his  way  up  from  Main 
Street  to  New  York — always  dissatis- 
fied with  material  success  because  he 
has  the  soul  of  a  scientist  and   (though 


held  back  by  a  coarse  nature  and  lack 
of  education)  because  he  is  searching 
for  Truth.  Though  a  better  novel,  it 
is  not  likely  to  be  as  popular  as 
"Main  Street." 

What  type  of  mentality  would  class 
"Orphan  Island"  as  a  piece  of  fiction 
for  the  discriminating  reader  and  at 
the  same  time  tie  what  is  obviously  a 
second-rate  tag  to  "Arrowsmith"? 

— Haliburton  Moon. 


A  Few  Recollections  of  a  Recent 
Trip  Abroad 

The  "Sandy  Mac"  and  Perrier 
aboard  the  Berengaria  .  .  .  the  V. 
S.O.  port  on  the  boat  train  to  London 
.  .  .  the  Orange  Blossoms  at  the 
Savoy  Bar  .  .  .  the  pale  ale  at  Simp- 
son's in  the  Strand  .  .  .  the  Bristol 
cream  sherry  at  the  Cavendish  .  .  . 
the  Chateau-Margaux  '99  at  the  Cafe 
de  la  Paix  .  .  .  the  Curacao  rouge 
at  Voisin's  .  .  .  the  Napoleon  brandy 
at    Viel's  .     .    the   Chambertin    at 

Foyot's  .  .  .  the  Muscat  de  Frontig- 
nau  at  Larue's  .  .  .  the  Hock  Deide- 
sheimer  at  the  Adlon  .  .  .  the  Miicher 
at  Kampanski  .  .  .  the  Perrier-Jouet 
at  the  Palais  de  Danse  .  .  .  the 
Neiisteiner  at  the  Mascot  .  .  .  the 
Zeltinger  at  the  Mon  Bijou  .  .  .  the 
Romanee  Conti  at  the  Lantos  .  .  . 
the  amontillado  at  the  Nuova  Casa  di 
Cura  Dott  .  .  .  the  medoc  at  the 
Lakatos  e  Villa  Jeanette  .  .  .  the 
Chateau- Yquem  at  the  Hotel  Imperial 
e  Speranza  .  .  .  the  Rudesheimer 
at  the  Cafe  de  l'Europe  .  .  .  the 
Moet  et  Chandon  at  the  Schwarzen- 
berg  .  .  .  the  Grand  Marnier  at  the 
France  et  Choiseuil  ...  the  pilsner 
at  The  Bristol  ...  the  vodka  with 
pepper  at  the  Cafe  Moscow  .  .  .  the 
barsac  at  the  Roma  ...  the  chart- 
reuse at  the  Granelli  ...  the  beakers 
of  Poi  Roger  with  a  dash  of  Triple 
Sec  in  the  little  cafe  on  the  Ringstrasse 
.  .  .  the  countless  quarts  of  Peter 
Dawson  discovered  during  the  Cus- 
toms' inspection  at  the  pier. 

— Charles  C.  Shaw. 
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"Let's  Get  Up  A  Pic-nic" 


Perhaps  you  think  the  most  hateful 
words  in  all  the  world  are  "Please  set- 
tle this  account  at  once,"  or  "Here 
now!  It's  half-past  seven!  Time  you 
were  up!"  or  even  "George,  dear,  I 
hope  you're  not  counting  on  playing 
golf  Saturday  afternoon  because  I 
want  you  to  come  shopping  with  me." 

If  you  do   I  don't  agree  with  you. 

To  me  the  most  horrible  words  in 
any  language  are  these:  "Let's  get  up 
a  pic-nic!" 

I  have  attended,  in  my  life-time,  so 
far  as  I  remember,  sixteen  and  a  half 
pic-nics.  The  half  is  accounted  for  by 
the  last  one  Which  I  went  to  and  which 
I  left  half-way  through  vowing  a 
mighty  vow  that  so  long  as  I  remained 
sane,  conscious  and  in  possession  of  my 
normal  faculties  I  would  never  be  in- 
veigled into  going  to   another. 

A  pic-nic  (says  the  dictionary)  is 
a  kind  of  out-door  festival.  If  it  is, 
then  so  is  a  strike  riot  or  a  funeral. 
I  would  just  as  soon  be  present  at  one 
as  another.  Pic-nics  affect  me,  psycho- 
logically, the  same  way  as  bad  news 
from  home.  As  somebody  said,  I 
know  what  I  like — and  I  hate  pic-nics. 

One  of  the  reasons  that  I  hate  pic- 
nics is  that  so  many  terrible  people  go 
to  them.  Take  for  instance  the  type  of 
individual  who,  as  soon  as  he  gets  out 
into  the  country,  must  take  off  his 
coat  and  vest  and  roll  up  his  sleeves. 
Half  an  hour  later  he  has  taken  off  his 
braces  and  is  borrowing  the  strap  off 
the  lunch  basket  to  tie  around  his 
trousers,  and  the  next  thing  you  know 
he  has  got  rid  of  his  collar  and  tie  and 
has  his  shirt  turned  in,  V-shape,  at  the 
neck.  Bjr  the  time  you  are  gathering 
up  the  things  to  go  home  you  find  him 
off  somewhere  in  his  bare  feet  pad- 
dling in  some  dirty  little  creek.  You 
feel  like  killing  him  and  except  for 
some  absurd  laws  on  the  subject  would 
do  so.  As  it  is,  however,  he  is  allowed 
to  go  free  and  will  make  a  spectacle  of 
himself  at  countless  undreamed-of  pic- 
nics yet  to  come. 

Then  there  is  the  fellow  who  knows 
all  the  stories.  First  he  tells  the  whole 
crowd  some  parlour  stories  and  then 
he  gets  the  boys  off  under  a  tree  and 
regales  them  with   a   flock   of  smutty 


ones.  If  anybody  else  starts  to  tell  a 
story  he  doesn't  listen,  but  sits  with  an 
impatient  and  slightly  bored  expres- 
sion on  his  face  waiting  till  he  can  get 
started  again.  This  type  is  a  hound  for 
pic-nics.  With  his  audience  out  in  the 
country,  miles  from  home,  he  can  hold 
them  much  more  easily  than  in  the 
city.  A  friend  of  mine  was  telling  me 
about  running  into  one  of  these  cham- 
pion long-distance  narrators  not  long 
ago.  He  had  an  antidote  for  it.  After 
each  story  he  would  say,  "Splendid ! 
Dick  Daggett  was  telling  me  that  one 
Sunday,"  or  "Oh,  yes.  That  was  a 
good  story;  I  heard  it  when  I  was  in 
France,"  or  "Ha!  Ha!  Ha!  That 
was  in  Punch,  wasn't  it,  a  couple  of 
weeks  ago?" 

Apparently  it  worked  rather  well. 
If  I  ever  was  going  to  another  pic- 
nic I  certainly  would  try  the  scheme 
out. 

Everyone  knows  the  type  of  girl 
who  manages  the  whole   affair. 

"Don't  anybody  go  away  any- 
where," she  says  at  tea  time,  "because 
everything  will  be  ready  in  about  five' 
minutes." 

You  wait  half  an  hour  and  then  she 
asks  you  if  you  would  mind  going  to 
the  spring  for  some  more  water  because 
what  she  had  has  been  boiling  for 
about  forty  minutes  and  has  nearly  all 
steamed   away. 

This  girl  decides  who  will  go  in 
which  cars  going  out,  and  who  will 
sit  next  to  whom  at  tea,  whether  or 
not  the  second  chocolate  cake  should 
be  cut,  and  the  time  to  leave  for  the 
city.  She  is  also  the  one  who  says  as 
the  party  breaks  up.  "Do  let's  have 
another  pic-nic  soon!" 

Then  there  is  the  lazy  girl. 

Her  remarks  are  chiefly  confined 
to  "May  I  have  another  cushion?" 
"Please  bring  me  a  cup  of  tea,"  "Sit 
there  where  I  can  see  you,"  and  "Oh, 
do  I  have  to  move?" 

Also  there  is  the  intellectuelle. 

The  intellectuelle  probes  you  for 
opinions  on  Rupert  Brooke,  Knut 
Hamsen,  H.  G.  Wells,  George  Jean 
Nathan  and  Kipling.  She  has  a  cath- 
olicity of  taste,  at  least  in  the  names 
of    authors,    and    gets    all    tangled    up 


over  the  lack  of  connection  between 
"Youth,"  by  Joseph  Conrad  and 
"Conrad  in  Search  of  His  Youth"  by 
someone  else  again. 

Intelligent  conversations  at  pic-nics 
are  as  rare  as  waterfalls  in  the  Sahara. 
It  is  as  out-of-place  to  try  to  say  any- 
thing sensible  at  one  of  them  as  it  is  to 
try  to  work  out  an  algebra  equation 
on  a  scenic  railway  or  to  try  to  recite 
poetry  on  a  street-car.  At  any  given 
time  at  which  the  champion  story- 
teller is  not  functioning  or  at  which 
the  managing  girl  is  not  adjuring  every- 
body to  sit  down  or  to  stand  up  or 
to  "get  comfortable"  or  something  like 
that  a  cross  section  of  the  general  con- 
versation is  likely  to  sound  rather  like 
the  following: 

"My  dear,  I  just  said  to  her,  I 
know  exactly  where  you  got  that  hat 
and  moreover  I  know  exactly  what  you 
paid  for  it.  "Some  people  seem  to 
think  that — ,"  "the  trouble  between 
Mary  and  her  mother-in-law  is  going 
to  end  in  Mary  going  back  to  her 
parents.  Why,  do  you  know,  she  told 
me  the  other  day — •,"  " — you  take  a 
cupful  of  flour,  half  a  cup  of  milk, 
the  yolks  of  two  eggs  and  — ,** 
" — Rudolph  Valentino  in  'A  Sainted 
Devil.'  I  think  he's  just  too  ducky 
for  words !  He  reminds  me  awfully 
of  a — ,"  " — turtle.  Well,  when  I 
heard  of  the  smash  I  went  right  out,  of 
course,  and  there,  sure  enough,  was 
the  car,  upside  down  in  the  ditch.  The 
marvel  to  me  is  that — ,"  " — he  pro- 
posed to  her  several  times.  At  least 
everybody  said — ,"  " — Harry!  For 
goodness'  sake  stop  trying  to  put  those 
egg-shells  down  my  neck." 

For  some  reason  or  other  pic-nics 
are  classed  under  the  general  head  of 
recreational  activities  and  not  as  unfor- 
tunate occurrences  such  as  funerals,  etc. 
What  I  mean  to  say  is  that  if  you 
say  to  your  boss,  "I'd  like  to  take 
Friday  afternoon  off;  my  Aunt 
Agatha  died  to-day  and  is  being  bur- 
ied on  Friday,"  he  replies,  "Oh,  that's 
too  bad;  certainly,  my  boy,  you  should 
go  to  the  funeral."  On  the  other  hand 
if  you  say  to  him,  "I'm  afraid  I  won't 
be  able  to  be  here  Friday  afternoon ; 
my  Aunt  Agatha  is  giving  a  pic-nic," 
he  seems  to  think  you  are  going  out  to- 
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enjoy  yourself  and  likely  as  not  sug- 
gests that  if  you  can't  stick  at  your 
job  with  a  little  regularity  now  and 
then,  perhaps  you'd  better  give  ft  up 
altogether. 

One  of  the  worst  features,  however, 
of  pic-nics  being  classed  along  with 
out-door  sports  is  that  more  often  than 
not  they  are  held  on  Saturdays,  Sun- 
days or  holidays,  days  that  should  be 
given  over  to  relaxation  or  amusement. 
With  me,  if  it  ever  came  to  a  choice 
of  working  right  through  Sunday  with- 
out a  break  or  going  on  a  week-end 
pic-nic,  I  would,  of  course,  pick  the 
office  without  any  hesitation  at  all. 

A  phrase  that  puzzled  me  for  a  long 
time  was  the  well-known  "more  fun 
than  a  pic-nic."  For  years  it  just  seem- 
ed to  me  to  be  nonsensical,  and  it  was 
only  recently  that  I  realized  that  if 
used  properly  it  could  be  a  very  ef- 
fective and  descriptive  phrase. 

For  instance,  let  us  suppose  that  you 
are  just  out  for  the  first  time  after  hav- 
ing been  ten  weeks  in  the  hospital  with 
a  combined  attack  of  appendicitis,  ty- 
phoid fever  and  gout.  You  meet  a 
friend  on  the  street. 

"Hullo,"  he  says.  "Glad  to  see 
you  about  again.  I  hear  you've  been 
having  a  pretty  bad  time." 

"It  was  more  fun  than  a  pic-nic," 
you  reply,  drily. 

There  may,  of  course,  have  been 
pic-nics  at  which  no  accidents  occur- 
red but  if  so  I  have  never  heard  of 
them.  Some  girl  is  sure  either  to  get 
stung  by  a  bee  or  to  fall  into  a  stream, 
while  the  pic-nic  at  which  one  of  the 
male  guests  does  not  manage  to  tear 
his  trousers  on  a  barbed-wire  fence  is 
indeed  a  most  out-of-the-ordinary 
occasion. 

The  roster  of  accidents  for  an 
average  pic-nic  includes  at  least  one 
sprained  wrist,  two  fingers  cut,  either 
on  broken  bottles  or  in  opening  tins 
with  a  knife  (the  tin-opener  having 
been  forgotten)  five  assorted  pieces  of 
smashed  china,  a  blow-out  and  a 
couple  of  punctures. 

Some  people  don't  like  pic-nics  be- 
cause, at  them,  you  get  real  sand  in 
your  sandwiches  and  ants  in  every- 
thing else.  Personally  I  don't  like  them 
because  I  think  they're  terrible. 

I  hate  pic-nics. 

I  think  I  said  that  before. 

— Haliburton  Moon. 
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'What  place  is  it  you  have  been  to  Aunt  Marjorie?" 

'Tripoli." 

'Oh,  is  that  where  triplets  come  from?" 


Fractious  child:    "I  w-wanl  m-my  daddy!" 

Fond  mother  (speaking  from  experience) :  "Hush,  darling,  he  won't  be  long." 
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Sketches  at  a  Bathing  Beach 
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Swimmers  and  Spectators 
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Old  gentleman  (making  his  will):    "Don't  talk  to  me  about  cremation.    I  hate  the  idea!" 
Solicitor:    "Well,  of  course,  it's  a  matter  of  what  you've  been  used  to." 


'Why  did  the  Smiths  separate?" 
'Nobody  knows." 
'How  terrible." 


"Your  grandfather's  will,"  announced  the  lawyer, 
"leaves  you  his  entire  fortune,  on  one  condition.  That 
condition  is  that  you  spend  every  penny  of  it  upon  having 
a  good  time!" 

II. 
"What  a  miserable  old  hypocrite  I  am!"  laughed  the 
uplifter  to  himself. 

III. 
"Just  cleaned  up  a  cool  thousand  on  the  first  race," 
cried  the  gambler.    "Think  I'll  quit  betting  for  the  rest 
of  my  life." 

IV. 
"Yes,"  said  the  little  flapper,  "  I  would  much  rather 
hear  Bach  or  Beethoven  than  the  best  jazz  in  the  world." 

V. 

Prohibition  proves  to  be  a  universal  success. 

— John    Torcross. 
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These  Alarming  People 

By  J.  E.  McDOUGALL 


T  T  IS  said  that  there  still  exist  in  the 
not  too  remote  fastnesses  of  our 
northern  country  certain  regions  where 
Americans  are  regarded  as  foreigners, 
where  one's  mail  does  not  reach  one 
too  frequently  and  where  one  may  yet 
occasionally  enjoy  the  company  of 
human  beings  who  have  other  obses- 
sions than  cows,  checkers  and  the 
radio.  In  such  a  place  one  might  with 
a  reasonable  degree  of  safety  indulge 
in  the  very  superior  pastime  of  going 
swimming  in  a  beautiful  lake  au 
natural.  Which  is  exactly  what  a 
young  man  was  doing  on  a  certain 
morning  in  the  month  of  July. 

The  young  man  was  engaged  in 
tossing  a  copper  dish  off  the  edge  of 
an  improvised  dock  r.nd  diving  in  after 
it.  Even  such  an  edifying  recreation 
is  apt  to  lose  its  charm  after  a  while 
and  the  young  man's  thoughts  turned 
to  more  mundane  things.  He  had 
brought  with  him  a  cake  of  soap,  deli- 
cately scented,  and  this  he  began  to 
apply  to  his  limbs  with  extreme  vigor. 
After  soaping  oneself  the  natural  thing 
to  do  is  to  take  a  running  dive,  strike 
out  for  the  middle  of  the  lake  with 
the  Australian  crawl  (for  men  over 
fifty  the  back  stroke  will  suffice),  look 
about  you  and  double  back.  Eggs  and 
ham  follow.  This  had  been  the  pro- 
gram of  the  young  man  in  this  history 
for  several  mornings  and  would  have 
been  completed  as  usual  on  this  par- 
ticular morning  had  not  fate  in  the 
shape  of  this  youth's  vanity  intervened. 
Prompted  by  a  deplorable  self  con- 
fidence he  had  cleaved  his  way  almost 
to  the  opposite  shore  and  when  half 
way  back  he  had  pondered  on  the 
pompadour  effect  obtainable  by  im- 
mersing one's  head  and  raising  it  face 
upwards.  This  experiment  is  especially 
recommended  to  those  whose  hair  is 
black  and  glossy  such  as  our  hero  knew 
well  his  to  be.  After  this  he  practised 
emulating  the  loon,  whose  canny  gift 
of  disappearing  under  water  at  one 
place  and  appearing  at  another  far  dis- 
tant is  the  despair  of  marksmen.  He 
got  a  mouthful  of  water  doing  so.  It 
was  at  this  point  he  noticed  that  he 
was  very  tired.    He  thought  of  the  ham 


and  eggs  and  started  for  the  shore,  but 
before  he  had  gone  far  the  ache  in  his 
limbs  became  unbearable  and  it  was 
with  difficulty  that  he  kept  himself 
afloat.  He  realised  then  that  if  help 
did  not  arrive  he  stood  an  excellent 
chance  of  being  drowned. 

It  was  at  this  point  that  a  motor 
launch  was  heard  coming  around  the 
bend.  The  sight  gave  him  new  strength 
and  with  an  agonised  call  he  made  his 
way  towards  his  rescuer. 

The  girl  who  sat  alone  in  the  stern 
of  the  motor  launch  had  been  idly  de- 
bating on  those  subjects  which  young 
girls  of  marriageable  age  and  unusual 
beauty  do  when  left  to  the  unaccus- 
tomed task  of  amusing  themselves. 
When  she  heard  the  young  man's  cry 
she  put  on  added  speed  and  rushed  to 
his  succor.  As  she  drew  alongside  he 
obtained  a  firm  grip  on  the  gunwale 
and  hung  there. 

"Climb  in,"  said  the  girl. 

"Unfortunately,"  said  the  young 
man,  "circumstances  at  present  beyond 
my  control  make  that  an  impossi- 
bility." 

"Too  weak?"  asked  the  girl,  "I'll 
help  you." 

As  she  moved  to  do  so  she  took  in 
the  situation  at  a  glance,  a  delicate 
situation  if  you  please,  and  one  which 
might  easily  become  indelicate.  She 
moved  to  the  other  side  of  the  boat 
and   looked   in   the   opposite   direction. 

"Well,"  she  said.  "What  does  one 
do  in  a  case  of  this  nature?" 

"The  Book  of  Etiquette — "  began 
the  young  man. 

"Fudge,"  said  the  girl,  "I  don't 
suppose  I  should  really  save  you.  You 
had  no  business  to  come  out  that  way 
in  the  first  place.  I  never  do — except 
in  dreams." 

"Perhaps,"  ventured  the  young 
man,  "this  is  a  dream." 

"I  hope  so,"  said  the  girl. 

"I  don't,"  said  the  young  man  firm- 
ly, with  a  mixture  of  gallantry  and 
obtuseness. 

"In  any  case,"  went  on  the  girl.  "I 
can't  let  you  drown,  I  suppose,  though 
I   ought  to." 


"My  own  opinion — "  began  the 
young  man  again. 

"Your  opinion,"  interrupted  the 
girl,  "counts  for  nothing.  You're  flot- 
sam or  jetsam  or  something." 

"I  wish,"  said  the  young  man,  "that 
if  the  prerogative  is  yours  you'd  stop 
calling  me  names  and  devise  some 
means  of  getting  me  out  of  this  lake." 

By  dint  of  bobbing  up  and  down 
like  a  jack-in-the-box  he  had  managed 
to  have  his  head  in  view  at  a  moment 
when  the  girl  had  carelessly  looked  in 
his  direction.    Their  eyes  met. 

The  young  man  laughed. 

"I  see  nothing  to  laugh  at,"  said  the 
girl.  "Have  you  something  up  your 
sleeve?" 

"I  assure  you,"  said  the  youth,  "I 
am  concealing  nothing.  I  was  merely 
thinking  that  the  difference  between 
falling  in  the  water  and  falling  in  love 
was  merely — " 

"You  didn't  fall  in  the  water,"  she 
interrupted. 

"No,"  he  agreed  significantly,  "I 
didn't  fall  in  the  water." 

"Moreover,"  she  said,  "in  about 
two  seconds  my  family  are  due  to  ar- 
rive and  my  mother,  whom  I  resemble 
in  every  way,  will  probably  not  ap- 
prove of  you." 

"The  mention  of  your  family,  in- 
cluding your  beautiful  mother,  is  a 
jarring  note,"  he  reflected.  "I  have, 
however,  an  idea.  If  you  should  care 
to  lean  over  the  stern  and  admire  your 
image  in  the  water,  I  could  raise  the 
hatch  and  slip  in  beside  the  engine, 
lower  it  again  and  we  should  be  off. 
When  we  get  near  the  shore  we  can 
reverse  the  procedure.    Brilliant  idea!" 

"We  could  try,"  said  the  girl.  And 
they  did. 

As  the  launch  started  towards  the 
shore,  however,  a  volley  of  screams 
and  yodels  descended  upon  it  from 
around  the  point.  A  large  launch 
filled  with  picnic  baskets  and  family 
drew  alongside. 

"What  kept  you  behind,  Julie?" 
cried  a  portly  female  in  the  stern. 
"Now  we'll  have  to  choose  a  place 
ourselves  and  take  a  chance  on  scrap- 
ing with  the  Eagle!" 
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Julie  sighed  and  pointed  to  the  front 
deck  beneath  which  the  engine  roared, 
sighed  again  and  shook  her  head. 
After  all,  there  was  no  use  lying  di- 
rectly and  that  was  where  the  seat  of 
the   trouble   was. 

Two  miles  down  the  lake  a  suit- 
able spot  was  found,  and  the  party 
disembarked.  An  enjoyable  morning 
was  spent  tramping  about  the  woods, 


"If  you  do,  I'll — " 

But  a  resounding  clank  from  the 
engine  beneath  them  served  to  change 
the  subject. 

"It's  the  metal  cooling,"  said  Julie. 

At  about  one  o'clock  a  sumptuous 
luncheon   was  spread   under  the  trees. 

"I  think,"  said  Julie,  "I'll  take  a 
couple  of  sandwiches  and  a  book  and 
read  in  the  Playboy  on  the  cushions." 


"I  should  think,"  they  said,  "that 
to  speak  of  romance  to  you  would 
be—" 

"Not  so  loud,"  she  whispered. 
"But  since  you  seem  to  have  pried 
your  way  into  the  bosom  of  my  family 
in  the  most  intimate  way,  I  suppose 
I  may  tell  you.    I'm  being  sold!" 

"Really,"  from  within.  "Privately, 
by  sealed  tender,  or  at  public  auction?" 


;  if*  s  ■•-  *-*■■ 


Employer' s  voice  (over  phone) :    "I  won't  be  down  to-day,  Smithers.    Have  you  lots 
to  keep  you  busy?" 

Smithers:    "Yes,  sir.    I'm  getting  on  with  the  trial  balance!" 


peeking  at  the  hampers,  and  separat- 
ing the  dog  and  a  porcupine,  and  later, 
the  porcupine's  quills  from  the  dog. 

"Julie,"  said  her  mother,  who  was 
resting  on  the  drawn  up  bow  of  the 
smaller  launch,  "I  feel  terrib'y  like 
a  swim.  Do  you  think  it  would  be 
safe  here  without —  No  one  ever 
comes  by  this  spot,  and  Roger  won't 
arrive  till  four." 

"Mother!"  cried  Julie.  "How 
could  you?" 

"Nevertheless,"  said  her  mother, 
"I  think   I   shall." 


"What?  In  the  sun,  Julie?"  cried 
Aunt  Kate. 

"Yes,"  said  Julie,  "I  like  it." 

There  was  a  small  opening  beside 
the  steering  wheel  just  large  enough  for 
a  sandwich  to  pass. 

"They're  tomato!"  whispered  Julie. 

"How  romantic!"  came  from  with- 
in. 

"Don't  speak  to  me  of  romance!" 
said  Julie. 

The  man's  words,  like  the  voice  of 
an  oracle,  came  mysteriously  and 
vaguely. 


"The  deal,"  sighed  Julie,  "has  been 
put  through.  At  four  o'clock,  the 
buyer  will  arrive — with  diamonds.  I 
will  be  allowed  to  kiss  him  if  I  can 
detour  past  his  mustache.  The  sign 
of  bondage  will  be  slipped  over  my 
finger,  and  the  dirty  deed  is  done. 
In  three  months  I  shall  be  Mrs.  Roger 
Caverley  and  the  most  unhappy  girl 
in   the  world!" 

"I  don't  believe  you  are  in  love 
with  him,"  said  the  oracle. 

"Your   powers   of    perception    must 

(Continued  on   page   it) 
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Tramp:  "I've  asked  for  money,  begged  for  money,  an    cried  for  money,  lady." 

Lady:    "Have  you  tried  working  for  money?" 

Tramp:    "No,  lady,  I'm  doin    the  alphabet,  an   I  'avent  got  to  'w'  yet." 
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These  Alarming  People 

(Continued   from   page   20) 

have  been  quickened  by  the  heat  of 
the  engine,"  said  Julie. 

"How  much  longer  do  you  think 
I  shall  be  under  its  beneficent  influ- 
ence?" inquired  the  voice. 

"Well,"  said  Julie,  "we're  up  here 
for  a  month." 

The  metal  cooled  again. 

"Ju-lie!"  came  from  the  picnic 
scene,  "we'll  have  to  meet  the  after- 
noon train  now.  Roger  will  be  waiting 
if  we  don't  hurry." 

At  the  dock  Roger  sat  upon  his  lug- 
gage and  waited  impatent'y  for  the 
fortunate  girl  who  was  to  be  the  re- 
cipient of  the  greatest  mark  of  his 
favour.  He  felt  satisfied  that  he  was 
making  no  mistake  in  marrying.  As 
regards  his  choice,  he  was  not  so  posi- 
tive. His  mother  had  assured  him  that 
Julie  Blake  was  really  not  good 
enough  for  him.  She  had  known 
Julie's  mother  when  .  .  .  But  then  the 
other  girls  were  about  the  same  way. 
Each  had  some  fault  and  with  the 
right  treatment  he  felt  sure  Julie  would 
develop.  She  had  possibilities.  Nice 
boy,  Roger. 

It  was  decided  by  the  older  peop'e 
that  Roger  and  Julie  should  go  alone 
in  the  Playboy.  This  suited  Roger 
as  it  afforded  him  an  opportunity  to 
establish  the  right  sort  of  atmosphere 
at  the  start. 

"Julie,"  he  began,  when  they  were 
well  out  in  the  lake,  "I  don't  think  I 
have  spoken  very  much  to  you  about 
the  responsibilities  that  will  be  yours 
when  you  marry  a  Caverley.  Mother 
was  shocked  when  I  told  her  I  had 
neglected  the  subject.  You  see  at 
Caverley  Junction  the  family  occupies 
a  unique  position.  Being  the  most  in- 
fluential and  wealthy  people  in  the 
village  they  have  had  forced  upon 
them  the  duty  of  setting  an  example 
which  shall  have  a  good  effect  upon 
those  in  less  fortunate  circumstances. 
My  mother  is  the  president  of  the 
Caverley  Political,  Literary  and  Do- 
mestic Society  and  my  sisters  are  very 
strong  in  the  local  W.C.T.U.  My 
father,  in  spite  of  the  autocratic  posi- 
tion in  which  Heaven  has  seen  fit  to 
place  him,  is  a  very  gracious  man  and 
has  endowed  the  Caverley  Temperance 
Hall  and  a  beautiful  drinking  fountain 
in  the  square," 


"How  perfectly  darling!"  said 
Julie. 

"I  know  they  will  all  grow  to  like 
you  as  I  can  see  you  have  some  very 
fine  traits.  In  fact  I  was  saying  to 
mother  but  the  other  day  that  we  need 
someone  badly  with  just  your  energy 
to  take  over  the  secretaryship  of  the 
Anti-Tobacco  club — " 

The  engine  stopped  dead. 

"It's  stopped,"  said  Roger. 

"So  it  has,"  observed  Julie. 

"I  believe  I  could  fix  it;  I  did  a 
tractor  once,"  said  Roger.  "Let's 
have  a  look  at  it.  You  know  all  you 
need  is  a  little  commonsense  in  a  case 
like  ....    Good  Lord,  what's  this?" 

"This,"  said  the  man  who  was  sit- 
ting beside  the  engine,  "is  the  spirit  of 
Romance;  this  is  the  Eternal  Triangle, 
the  cue  for  Harlequin,  the  serpent  in 
the  Garden.  This  is  a  situation  that 
has  existed  throughout  the  ages;  this 
is  a  damned  hot  engine." 

"Miss  Blake,"  said  Mr.  Caverley, 
coldly,  "you  force  me .  .  .  you  really 
do  ...  I  must  ask  you  to  take  me  back 
to  the  train.  Don't  attempt  to  explain, 
please." 

"I  wasn't  attempting  to,"  said 
Julie,  "I  know  my  limitations." 

The  irate  Mr.  Caverley  had  closed 
the  hatch  and  was  facing  Julie  when 
he  felt  a  tug  at  his  sleeve  and  turning 
was  greeted  by  the  smiling  visage  of 
his  adversary. 

"Before  you  go,  Mr.  Caverley," 
said  he,  "will  you  be  good  enough  to 
lend  me  the  few  garments  necessary 
to   make   me  respectable?" 

"Certainly  not!"  said  Roger, 
fiercely. 

"In  that  case  you  force  me  .  .  .  you 
really  do  ...  to  come  out  and  make 
you!" 

Mr.  Caverley  addressed  himself  to 
his  suitcase  with  alacrity. 

"Suppose,"  said  Julie  as  they  sat 
beside  each  other  and  the  injured  fig- 
ure of  Mr.  Caverley  grew  smaller  and 
less  and  less  significant  in  the  dis- 
tance, "suppose  the  engine  hadn't 
stopped." 

"You  mean,"  said  the  young  man 
very  close  to  her  ear,  as  is  correct  in 
the  disclosure  of  such  a  confidence, 
"you  mean,  if  I  hadn't  disconnected 
the  plugs!" 

"Don't  be  silly!"  said  Julie.  "I 
switched   it  off,   myself." 


"Love  With  the  Capital  L" 

(If  we  courted  according  to  the  daily 
newspaper  headlines). 
Characters:     He  and  She. 

He 

Will  lay  priceless  gems  at  your  feet. 

She 

In  their  pristine  brilliance? 

He 

Valued  at  $78,720.00. 

She 
In  quest  of  hand? 

He 
And  offer  love. 

She 
What  of  other  suitors? 

He 
Other   suitors    flee,   unable   to   com- 
pete. 

She 
Father  may  raise  objection. 

He 
Disregard  parents'  plea. 

She 
Would     elope,     but     fear     heated 
debate. 

He 
Cold  wave  due,  to-night. 

She 
No  other  woman  in  case? 

He 
Evidence  reveals  none. 

She 
Would  support  and  protect? 

He 
Till  very  end. 

She 
Feel  that  all  will  right  itself. 

He 
Then  will  wed  soon? 

She 
Promise  on  the  morrow. 

He 
Greetings  for  bride. 
(They   kiss). 

— John  Torcross. 
*       *       * 
Said    a    bootlegger,    fined,    "I    should 


worry 


I  can  pay  that  without  fuss  or  flurry." 
Said  the  judge,  "In  that  case 
I  shall   add  ninety   days. 

You'll   not  produce  that  in  a  hurry." 
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"Tea  for  Two." 
Customer:    "Tea  for  two,  please." 
Waiter:    "Yes,  sir.     Is  that  an  instruction  to  the  kitchen  or  to  the  band?' 
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"I've  got  something  to  say,  but  I  don't  know  how  to  make  a  start." 
"Would  it  make  matters  any  easier  if  I  were  to  say  'Yes'  first?" 

■  — Australian  Punch. 


He:  "Didn't  I  see  you  taking  a 
tramp  through  the  woods  yesterday?" 

She:  "The  idea!  That  was  my 
father." 

— Cougar's  Paw. 

*  *       * 

"Helen  says  she  got  in  a  terrible 
bustle  down  town  to-day." 

"My,  what  an  old-fashioned  girl 
she  is!" 

■ — Texas  Ranger. 

Oh,  very  neat 

Is   my   Juanita. 
She  is  so  sweet 

I  Juan-ita. 

— Texas  Ranger. 

*  *       * 

If  a  girl  is  really  clever  she  can  get 
so  close  to  a  man  that  when  he  tries 
to  kiss  her  she  can't  get  away. 

— Judge. 

*  *       * 

"Why  are  you  shy  of  girls?" 
"Mine  got  married  last  week." 

- — Virginia  Reel. 

*  *       * 

"Was  your  husband  cool  when  you 
told  him  there  was  a  burglar  in  the 
house?" 

"I'll  say  he  was — so  cool  his  teeth 
chattered." 

— Pitt  Panther. 

*  *       * 

Cedric:    "Let's  go  huntin'  rabbits." 
Adams:    "I  ain't  lost  no  rabbits." 
— Minnesota  Ski-U-Mah. 


Even  a  child  can  play  it. 


-Tiger. 
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Hints  to  Freshmen — How  to  appear  a  man  of  the  world. 

By  Cluyas  Williams  in  Freshman  number,  Lampoon  19/4. 
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'/  hear  Tom  kissed  you  last  night?" 
"Yes — by  force." 
"Of  arms  or  habit?" 

— Lampoon. 


Helpful    Recipes    for    the 
Apartment  Hermit 

Welsh  Rare-bit — Deposit  a  quantity 
of  cheese  in  a  chafing  dish,  or,  if  there 
is  no  chafing  dish,  in  a  frying  pan. 
After  it  has  melted,  suddenly  recall 
that  it  should  have  a  foundation  of 
toast,  so  leave  it  on  stove  while  slices 
of  bread  are  blackened  over  a  gas  jet. 
When  this  is  achieved,  the  cheese  will 
be  found  to  have  become  firmly  weld- 
ed on  the  frying  pan.  Discard,  and 
order  Welsh  rare-bit  from  an  adja- 
cent restaurant. 

Ham  and  Eggs — Purchase  ham  and 
eggs  in  sufficient  quantity  to  meet  ap- 
petite. Crack  eggs  in  receptacle.  Dis- 
cover that  eggs  and  receptacle  have 
amalgamated  because  of  neglect  to 
grease,  and  that  the  ham  is  of  the 
sugar  cured  and  non-frying  variety. 
Discard,  and  order  ham  and  eggs 
from  an  adjacent  restaurant. 

Four-minute  Boiled  Eggs  —  Put 
eggs  in  boiling  water  and  sit  down  to 
watch.  At  the  end  of  fifteen  minutes, 
inspect  clock  and  ascertain  that  it  has 
not  been  running  for  three  days.  Dis- 
card, and  order  four-minute  boiled 
eggs  from  an  adjacent  restaurant. 


"He  was  driven  to  his  grace." 

"Sure  he  was.   Did  you  expect  him  to  walk?" 


—Lord  Jeff. 


Benedictine  (Domestic) — Unfor- 
tunately, certain  circumstances  over 
which  this  department  has  no  control 
make  it  impracticable  to  make  this 
recipe  a  matter  of  public  knowledge. 
Communications  endorsed  by  a  mutual 
friend  and  attested  by  a  notary  public 
will  be  regarded  as  confidential. 

— New  Yorker. 
*       *       * 

"Now,  boys,  can  any  one  of  you 
tell  me  what  is  meant  by  a  posthumous 
work?" 

"It's  a  work  which  a  man  writes 
after  he  is  dead!" 

— Kasper,  Stockholm. 


"When  I  said  'Say  something  soft 
and  sweet  to  me,'  what  do  you  sup- 
pose she  replied?" 

"I  don  I  know.     What?" 

"Custard  pie!" 

— Whirlwind. 
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timorous  Writings 
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Him:  "You  look  familiar." 
Her:     "Well,  I  might  be." 

— J ack-o' -Lantern. 

*       *       * 
A.:    "What  is  a  tetrahedron?" 
B.:  "You  mean  an  icosahedron?" 
A.:  "No,  a  tetrahedron." 
B.:     "Well,    wouldn't   you   like   to 
know  what  an  icosahedron  is? 

— Cornell  Widow. 


Teacher:  "Johnny,  use  the  word 
'butterfly'  in  a  sentence.,' 

Johnny:  "The  butterfly  is  an  ani- 
mal of  the  phylum  arthropoda,  class 
insecta,  family  lepidoptera." 

— Tiger. 
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"  '7~is  a  regular  college  feller,  ye  are,  lippin    yer  hat  an    not  givin    me  yer 
seat!  Ye  tipped  yer  hat,  though.  Ye  must  be  a  Yale  man." — Harvard  Lampoon. 


He    (walking    through     the     grave- 
yard) :   "Wouldn't  it  be  terrible  if  all 
the  dead  people  came  to  life  again?" 
She   (yawning) :    "It  would  not.    I 
cn'y  wish  one  of  them  would." 

— Scarlet  Saint. 
*       *       * 

"It  isn't  right  for  Pete  to  say  he 
loves  me;  he  should  only  think  it." 

"But  he  doesn't  think  it;  he  only 
says  it."  — C.  C.  N.  Y.  Mercury. 


He:  "Did  you  ever  run  across  a 
man  who  at  the  slightest  touch  would 
cause  you  to  thrill  and  tremble  all 
over?" 

She:     "Yes;  the  deniist." 

— Grange   Owl. 
*       *       * 

"Dolly  is  frightfully  forgetfu'!" 
"Yes,    she    can't    remember    what 
happens  right  under  her  nose." 

— Punch    Bow!. 


"Have  you  made  any  error  in  school  to-day?" 

"Yes.    I  answered  a  question  that  Karl  couldn't  answer!" 

"That  wasn't  an  error!" 

'It  was!   He  gave  me  a  Walloping  for  it  afterwards!" — Dorfbarbier,  Berlin. 
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"Jack's  a  regular  'Don  Quixote'." 

"Yes,  but  he's  awfully  foolish."  — Tiger. 


A  Fade  Out 

A  year  after  leaving  college  George  married  Betty, 
the  most  wonderful  girl  in  the  world,  and  settled  down  to 
a  happy  life.  They  had  a  pretty  little  cottage  in  a  suburb 
which  shamed  the  literature  of  the  Los  Angeles  real 
estate  men.  Most  of  the  mornings  were  sunny  as  George 
walked  to  the  station  to  catch  the  8.30  train.  (He  had 
banker's  hours.)  No  pestiferous  neighbors  dropped 
around  in  the  evenings  just  as  they  were  about  to  get 
Cincinnati  on  their  two-tube  set.  George  had  a  prosper- 
ous business,  Betty  was  happy  in  cooking  wonderful 
meals  for  him,  and  life  was  a  sweet  summer  dream. 

Sounds  like  a  pack  of  assorted  lies,  doesn't  it?  Well, 
it  is,  but  wouldn't  it  make  a  corking  plot  for  a  movie? 

— Chaparral. 


A  Woman's  Right 


-Cornell  Widow. 


A  Full  Professor — Academic  Term 

— Cornell  Widow. 


Frozen  Romance 

It  was  a  beautiful  day  in  spring.  Lena  the  maid  sang 
at  her  work.  Was  not  her  Prince  Charming  soon  to 
appear?    True  enough  he  was  only  the  ice  man,  but — 

Ah !  The  welcome  sound  of  horses  hoofs  floated  to 
her  ears.    She  ran  to  the  window  to  throw  her  usual  kiss. 

Horrors !    A  new  ice  man ! 

"Ice!  Ice?"  said  the  ice  man. 

"Them's  hard,  cold  words,"  quoth  Lena  sadly. 

— Wampus. 
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The  director  of  the  amateur  the- 
atrical performance  was  praising  his 
actors. 

"The  remarkable  thing  about  it 
all,"  he  said,  "is  that  they  work  for 
nothing." 

"Isn't  that  splendid,"  said  the  listen- 
er. "And  I  think  they  earn  every  bit 
of  it,  too." 

— Pelican. 


Anything  But  That 

Mrs.  Key  was  visiting  some  friends, 
and  left  the  following  note  for  her 
nearest  neighbor: 

"Dear  Mrs.  Garrison:  Would  you 
please  put  out  a  little  food  for  the  cat 
I  have  been  feeding  this  winter?  It 
will  eat  almost  anything,  but  do  not 
put  yourself  out." 

— The  Booster. 

A-  *  * 

The  glib  insurance  agent  had  per- 
suaded Rastus  to  undergo  his  physical 
examination.  All  went  well  until  the 
doctor  started  to  fill  out  the  personal 
question  blank. 

"Do  you  use  wine,  spirits,  or  malt 
liquors?"  he  asked. 

"Ah  knowed  it!  Ah  knowed  it!" 
exclaimed  Rastus,  jumping  for  the 
door,  clutching  his  collar  and  tie,  "Ah 
s'pected  all  de  time  you  wuz  prohibi- 
tion agents!" 

— California  Pelican. 


"Good  heavens!    Who  gave  you  that  black  eye?" 

"A    bridegroom — for   kissing   the    bride    after    the    ceremony." 

"But  surely  he  didni  object  to  thai  ancient  custom?" 

"No — but  it  was  two  years  after  the  ceremony."      — London  Mail. 


Fraternity  Stuff 

The  Parson:      "How    do    you    do 
brother,   and  where   are  you   from?" 

Bjones,   '25 :     "New  York  Alpha. 
And  you?" 

— Widow. 


Hard  (in  the  street  car)  :  Why  in 
hell  don't  you  put  your  feet  where 
they  belong? 

Boiled:  If  I  did,  you  wouldn't  be 
able  to  sit  down  for  a  month. 

— Hamilton  Royal  Gaboon. 


The  Height  of  Courtesy. 
Clergyman:  "Er — I'm  afraid  Tm  under  your  car." 

— Oxford  Isis. 


Lights 

— Cornell  Widow. 
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1 ,000  Men  Wanted 


The  results 
men  wanted 

Abundant  lather.  Palmolive  Shav- 
ing Cream  multiplies  itself  in  lather 
250  times. 

Quick  action.  It  softens  the  beard 
in  one  minute. 

Lasting  lather.  It  maintains  its 
creamy  fullness  for  ten  minutes  on 
the  face. 

A  clean  shave.  The  extra  strong 
bubbles  hold  the  hairs  erect  for 
cutting,  so  they  don't  lie  down. 

No  irritation.  The  palm  and  olive 
oil  content  leaves  the  face  in  fine 
condition. 

To    add    the    final    touch    to    shaving 
luxury,     we     have     created      Palmolive 

After    Shaving     Talc especially     for 

men.  Doesn't  show.  Leaves  the  skin 
smooth  and  fresh,  and  gives  that  well- 
groomed  look.  Try  the  sample  we  are 
sending  free  with  the  tube  of  Shaving 
Cream.  There  are  new  delights  here 
for  every  man  who  shaves.  Please  let 
us   prove   them   to   you. 


these  new  comforts  in  a  Shaving  Cream 
Now  please  accept  a  10-day  tube  Free 


In  Palmolive  Shaving  Cream  there  is 
a  unique  story. 

It,  for  once,  gives  men  exactly  what 
they,  on  their  own  statement,  said  they 
wanted  in  a  shaving  cream.  Not  what 
some  maker  thought  they  might  want 
or  like. 

Grasp  the   distinction? 


Some  years  ago  we  set  out  to  create 
the  ideal  Shaving  Cream. 

We  were  qualified,  as  you  know.  This 
laboratory  is  60  years  old.  It  has  created, 
for  every  purpose,  some  of  the  greatest 
soaps.  One  of  them  has  become  the 
leading  toilet  soap  of  the  world. 


First  we  asked  1,000  average  men  to 
tell  us  what  they  most  desired. 

Then,  step  by  step — by  making  and 
testing  130  separate  formulas — we  met 
those  desires  to  the  utmost. 

The  result  is  a  new  attainment,  better 
in  at  least  5  ways  than  any  shaving 
cream    you    know. 

Men  have  welcomed  it  as  they  never 
have  welcomed  anything  else  in  this 
line.  Millions  of  delighted  men  have 
changed  from  old-type  shaving  creams. 

So  will  you  when  you   know. 

Let  this  test  prove  that  we  have  se- 
cured these  wanted  effects — as  no  one 
else  has  done.  Do  this  in  fairness  to 
yourself  and  us.    Clip  coupon  now. 


PALMOLIVE 

SHAVING  CREAM 


10  SHAVES  FREE 

and  a  can  of  Palmolive  After  Shaving  Talc 


Simply  insert  your  name  and  address  and  mail 
to  Dept.  B-1035,  The  Palmolive  Company  of  Can- 
ada,   Ltd.,    Toronto,    Ont. 


32 


Goblin 


— MR.  BISBEE'S  PRINCESS.     By  Julian  Street,  Toronto : 
S.  B.   Gundy,  Publisher,  $2.00. 

Julian  Street  has  yet  to  write  a  dull  word. 

This  latest  volume  from  his  lively,  versatile  and  practised  pen, 
consisting  of  three  novelettes  of  which  the  first  gives  its  name  to 
the  volume  is  as  good  as  anything  he  has  ever  written. 

Mr.  Bisbee,  the  hero  of  Mr.  Bisbee's  Princess,  is  a  retail 
jeweller  from  the  middle  west  who  has  been  attending  a  retail 
jewellers'  convention  in  San  Francisco.  It  is  on  his  return  jour- 
ney that  he  encounters  the  princess  (a  real  European  one)  in 
the  observation  car  of  the  trans-continental  train.  The  history  of 
the  remainder  of  the  trip  and  the  scandal  which  follows  in  the 
wake  of  Mr.  Bisbee's  wholly  innocent  attempted  flirtation,  make 
up  the  story. 

It  is  Mr.  Street's  happy  faculty  to  be  able  to  write  stories 
that  appeal  to  the  younger  generation  without  shocking  their 
grandmothers  and  that  appeal  to  the  older  generation  without 
boring  their  grandchildren. 

This  volume  is  not  in  the  least  colourless,  yet  it  may  be  fairly 
said  that  one  could  place  it  in  the  hands  of  any  person,  male  or 
female,  from  seventeen  to  seventy,  with  perfect  assurance  that 
one  would  not  be  treated  to  a  dirty  look  at  the  next  meeting ; 
and  that  is  more  than  may  be  said  for  most  modern  fiction. 

HERE  COMES  THE  BRIDE.  By  Iwin  S.  Cobb.  To- 
ronto: McClelland  and  Stewart,  Publishers,  $2.00. 

A  collection  of  newspaper  and  other  pieces  by  Mr.  Cobb, 
containing  nothing  outstanding  and  on  the  whole,  perhaps  not 
up  to  the  usual  standard  of  his  work.  Interesting  enough,  how- 
ever, if  you  are  fond  of  Mr.  Cobb's  sort  of  writing. 

THE  GOLDEN  GALLEONS  OF  CARIBEE.  By  Cor- 
don Hill  Grahame,  Toronto:  McClelland  and  Stewart,  Pub- 
lishers.    $2.00. 


An  adventure  story  a  la  Sabatini. 
ten  in  a  virile  and  distinctive  style. 


Not  bad,  either,  and  writ- 


HIS  WIFE-IN-LA IV.  By  Marie  Conway  Oemler,  New 
York:   The  Century  Company,  $2.00. 

Rene  Alain  Edward  Fitzgerald  is  a  beautiful  Irishman  with 
purple  eyes.  He  falls  in  love  with  Mary  Middleton  and  to  save 
her  from  a  conventional  marriage  he  kidnaps  her  and  carries  her 
to  an  island  off  the  coast  of  Georgia.  "His  strength  was  as  the 
strength  of  ten,  because  his  heart  was  pure."  To  prove  it,  he 
locks  her  door  on  the  outside  and  throws  the  key  through  the 
transom. 

She  finally  consents  to  a  marriage,  which  is  such  in  name  only, 
for  she  can  not  learn  to  love  him.    She  finally  goes  back  to  her 


aunt,  while  he,  broken-hearted,  sets  out  for  the  Amazon  jungles 
to  make  important  discoveries. 

Finding  life  tiresome  at  home,  Mary  now  goes  to  New  York 
and  engages  in  uplift  work.  This  experience  gives  her  a  new  vision 
of  life  and  a  tardy  realization  of  the  fact  that  she  loves  the  purple- 
eyed  Irishman.  Hearing  that  he  is  lost  in  the  jungle,  she  sets 
out  for  Brazil  to  find  him,  accompanied  by  an  infatuated  but 
respectful  male  friend.  She  gets  on  her  lover's  trail  and  hangs 
to  it,  despite  the  insect  pests  of  jungle  life,  which  are  described 
with  effective  realism.  There  is  a  harrowing  suspense  when  she 
comes  upon  what  appears  to  be  the  hero's  grave,  but  he  is  ulti- 
mately found  alive  in  a  hospital  and  suffering  from  total  am- 
nesia. He  falls  in  love  with  Mary  all  over  again,  but  can  not 
remember  ever  having  seen  her  before.  The  happy  ending  is  still 
far  off;  only  after  370  pages  of  suspense  does  the  wife-in-law 
become  a  wife  in  fact. 


Stranger:    "Is  Mr.  Robinson  in?" 

Housewife:  "No.    He's  at  a  meeting  of  the  stamp 
collectors  society." 

Stranger:    "Oh.    I  was  anxious  to  give  him  a  little  of 
a  bill  collector  s  society." 
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Fish 

A  committee  is  now  at  work  on 
proper  fish  slogans,  and  results  along 
this  line  may  be  expected  momentarily: 

THE  FIN  YOU  LOVE  TO 

TOUCH 

Take  home  a  Lake  Sturgeon  To-day 

IT  FLOATS 

Reg.   U.  S.  Pat.  Off. 


"JUST  A  REAL  GOOD  CARP" 
The  fish  that  leaped  into  popularity 
over  night  and  became  a  national  sen- 
sation. 
Delicious!   Wholesome!    Nutritious! 
(On  sale  at  all  fish  markets). 


ROE    FROM   CONTENTED 
SHAD 

Accept  no  substitute.  We  raise  our 
own  schools  of  shad  in  our  own  sani- 
tary waters. 

Try  it  once  and  you  will  use  no 
other. 

Look  for  the  red  label. 


FOR  A 


"I'D   WALK   A   MILE 
SALMON" 
You  get  more   flavor,   more  enjoy- 
ment, and  more  for  your  money  when 
you  buy  a  Smith  &  Wesson  Salmon. 
Ask  Dad!     He  Knows! 

— Record. 

*       #       * 

Directions  for  Packing  a 
Traveling  Bag 

1 .  Remove  broken  glass  from  bot- 
tom of  bag  and  scrub  to  remove  that 
"canned  heat"  odor. 

2.  Wrap  stiff  collars  up  in  moist 
wash  cloth.    This  keeps  them  clean. 

3.  Put  tube  of  shaving  cream  in 
pocket  of  Tuxedo  vest,  then  press  care- 
fully between  shoes. 

4.  Leave  the  stopper  out  of  your 
Bay  Rum  bottle.  It  will  give  your 
clothes  an  aristocratic  atmosphere. 

5.  Lock  the  bag  carefully,  and  then 
leave  the  key  on  your  dresser.  This 
insures  you  against  loss  by  theft. 

— Froth. 

*;■  *  * 

Ephraim  had  put  on  a  certain  collar 
and  his  best  coat,  and  was  walking 
majestically  down  the  street. 

"Aren't  you  working  to-day, 
Ephraim?"  asked  an  acquaintance. 

"No,  suh,  I'se  celebratin'  my  golden 
weddin',  suh." 

"Why  isn't  your  wife  helping  you 
celebrate  it?" 

"Mah  wife,  suh,"  replied  Ephraim 
with  dignity,  "ain't  got  nothing  to  do 
with  it.    She's  de  Fo'th." 

— Arkansas  Gazette. 
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In  the  best  homes, — at  j  j 
high-class  restaurants  [1 
and      hotels, — wherever  | 
a  discriminating  taste  in*  j j 
fluences  the  effort  to  se-  j 
cure  the   utmost   in  fla-  j 1 
vor,     fragrance,     purity  j 
and  strength  of  blend —  j 1 
there  will  you  find  Salada  j  \ 
Tea  served  as  the  recog-  | 
nized  choice  of  particu-  | 
lar  people. 


"SALADA" 
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Susceptible  Audience 

Professor:  I  am  going  to  speak  on 
liars  to-day.  How  many  of  you  have 
read  the  twenty-fifth  chapter  of  the 
text? 

Nearly  every  student  raised  his 
hand. 

Professor :  Good !  You  are  the 
very  group  to  whom  I  wish  to  speak. 
There  is  no  twenty-fifth  chapter. 

■ — Bison. 


Language 

Much  good  English  is  wasted  on  a 
billiard  ball ;  much  bad  English  is 
wasted  on  a  golf  ball. 

— Octopus. 

*       *       * 

English  Chappie — I  say  old  thing, 
could  you  direct  me  to  a  Bootery? 

Old  Thing — Sorry,  buddy,  I'm  on 
the  wagon. 

— Purple  Cow. 


For  hot,  sultry  and 
depressing  days 

A  glass  of  cold  water  with  a  dash  of  ENO 
results  in  a  sparkling,  delicious,  healthful 
summer  drink.  It  will  put  you  "on  your  feet," 
fit  and  eager  for  work  or  play.  Try  it  when 
you  feel  the  weather  is  getting  the  better  of 
you. 

ENO'S 

^raurr  saii- 


The  World-  Famed  Effervescent 
Saline 
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Smile?  n  Chuckles 


cAfiptes 

Tnc:   sweet    ME55EHqEQ  *f  sertjiriErNj 

-?•  ELOQUENTLy     EXPRESSED  •** 
Produceb    in  a.    Sun- lit"  home,     hy        JltjCAtre:  (ariDy  (o*    f((rc»c.M£ra- Qrr> 


C^^J^^o^Thebe:    ABE.   EXCLUfiVE   Ornihs'n    ChuckiQS   AC/Crgy  THeou<inouT  (AnApQ 
^-^r^r ?S*'.  a    purchase     roon   Any    one  of    them     scco&Ef   you  fne.  vccy  acsr   in  cahdics. 

"That's  splendid,  Rosie.  So  far  as  I'm  concerned,  I  can  tell 
you  that  I've  quite  made  my  mind  up  to  see  the  thing  through. 
The  question  is,  will  you  see  your  solicitor  about  your  divorce?" 

"Well,  Tony,  if  you  really  advise  me  to  .    . 

"I  do,  I  do,"  he  said  urgently. 

"Then  I  will.  Dear  Tony,"  said  she,  laying  her  little  hand 
on  his  arm,  "then  I  suppose  now  we  must  consider  ourselves 
engaged?" 

II. 

For  the  last  two  days  Tony's  temper  had  been  worse  than 
Alice  had  ever  known  it  to  be.  They  had  had  a  frightful  scene 
the  night  before,  and  the  row  was  continued  on  Friday  morning 
at  breakfast,  when  Tony,  enraged  because  the  kidneys  were 
cold,  had  so  far  forgotten  himself  as  to  fling — on  the  advice  of 
his  solicitor — a  newspaper  in  a  wrapper  at  his  wife's  head. 

Alice  said  nothing  while  the  servants  were  in  the  room,  but 
as  soon  as  they  had  gone  out  she  addressed  her  husband: 

"That  constitutes  cruelty,"  she  said  meaningly. 

"I  know.  I'm  sorry,"  he  replied,  "but  I  couldn't  help  it. 
Look  here,  Alice,  we  can't  go  on  like  this.  We  both  get  on  each 
other's  nerves.  We'd  be  much  happier  apart.  We'd  far  better 
separate." 

"Separate?"  she  queried. 

"Well,  divorce,  if  you  like." 

"That,"  she  assented,  "is  more  likely  to  be  satisfactory.  But 
on  what  terms?" 

"Well,  I  thought  if  I  settled  a  third  of  my  income  on  you  .  .  ." 

"Half,"  she  said. 

"Well,  say  fifteen  hundred  a  year  ..." 

"Half,"  she  repeated  firmly. 

"Damn  it,  half  then,"  he  said  savagely.  "But  in  that  case 
you  ought  to  pay  your  own  expenses." 


A  Modern  Love  Story 

By  Frank  Rulter. 

"Darling,"  said  he  pleadingly,  "if  you  can  get  rid  of  your 
brute  of  a  husband,  and  I  can  divorce  my  wife — will  you  marry 
me?" 

They  were  seated  in  a  secluded  corner  at  Blethner's  restaur- 
ant, their  favourite  haunt,  he  having  just  told  his  wife  he  was 
dining  at  his  club,  and  she  having  told  her  husband  she  was 
spending  the  evening  with  Lady  Bunbury.  Mabs  Bunbury  had 
often  told  her  husband  she  was  dining  with  her — when  she 
wasn't — so  she  felt  quite  safe. 

"Dear  Tony,"  she  murmured,  "you  are  so  impulsive.  It 
would  be  sweet,  of  course,  but  how  could  we  manage  it?  I 
could  never  consent  to  be  a  co-respondent." 

"My  darling!"  He  was  shocked  at  the  idea.  "I  never 
dreamt  of  such  a  thing.  Of  course  it  would  be  only  polite  to 
let  my  wife  divorce  me,  but  I  shall  insist  that  your  name  is 
not  brought  into  the  case.  No  doubt  other  grounds  can  be  ar- 
ranged. I  believe  there  are  women  who  can  be  hired  for  this 
purpose — my  solicitor  will  know  and  must  find  one.  It  will  be 
rather  horrid,  I  expect;  but  for  you,  darling,  I  would  go  through 
anything.     Say  the  word,  and  I  will  see  my  solicitor  to-morrow." 

"I  wouldn't  prompt  you  for  anything,  Tony  dear,  in  a  matter 
like  this.  I  shouldn't  like  you  ever  to  say  that  I  asked  you  to 
divorce  your  wife.  You  must  really  judge  for  yourself.  Only, 
if  it's  any  help  to  you,  I  think  I  may  say  that  we  shall  have  no 
trouble  about  Percival." 

"Darling!"  he  exclaimed  rapturously. 

"Yes,  I  sounded  him  about  a  divorce  some  time  ago,  and  so 
long  as  I  claim  no  alimony  and  consent  to  certain  financial 
arrangements,  he  said  he  would  not  contest  the  case." 
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"I  shall  do  nothing  of  the  kind,"  retorted  Alice.  "If  you  don't 
guarantee  the  costs  of  the  action,  I  shall  simply  refuse  to  divorce 
you,  that's  all." 

"Oh,  have  it  your  own  way,  Alice,"  said  Tony  impatiently; 
"but  you're  driving  me  devilish  hard.  I  suppose  that's  settled 
then.  You  had  better  see  Augustus  Blewit.  Landem  tells  me 
he  would  be  the  best  man  to  manage  your  end  of  the  stick." 

"Very  good,  I'll  go  and  see  him,"  said  Alice  meekly. 

"Well,  there's  nothing  more  to  say,  is  there?"  asked  Tony. 
"I'll  clear  out  straight  away,  and  have  my  things  sent  to  the 
club.  I  don't  expect  I  shall  see  you  again  for  some  time,  so 
I'll  say  goodbye." 

"Goodbye,"  she  repeated. 

A  week  later  Tony  sent  his  wife  a  hotel  bill. 

III. 

At  last  both  decrees  had  been  made  absolute.  Rosie's  case 
had  been  far  from  plain  sailing  because  Percival's  demands  had 
been  monstrously  exorbitant,  and  then,  after  Rosie  thought  she 
had  finished  with  him  by  effecting  a  compromise,  her  husband 
had  repented  of  his  bargain  and,  at  the  eleventh  hour,  had  put 
up  a  spirited  defence.  It  was  sheer  malevolence,  of  course,  for 
he  hadn't  a  leg  to  stand  on,  but  though  Rosie  won  her  case 
and  got  her  decree,  Percival's  action  had  deferred  matters. 

Some  evenings  later  the  successful  ligitants  were  again  dining 
in  their  favorite  corner  at  Blethner's.  Both  showed  a  curious 
hesitancy  to  approach  the  topic  which  was  the  ostensible  reason 
for  their  meeting.  It  was  not  till  coffee  had  been  served  and 
cigarettes  lighted  that  Tony  braced  himself  to  tackle  the  subject. 

"We  ought  to  think  about  getting  married,"  he  began.  "What 
time  would  suit  you,  do  you  think?" 

"I  don't  know,  Tony,"  she  replied.  "It's  a  serious  matter 
that  wants  a  lot  of  thinking  over.  I'm  not  at  all  sure  that  I 
ought  to  marry  you.  I'm  rather  worried  about  what  people 
might  say.  Why,  I  was  your  wife's  best  friend!  I  should 
hate  people  to  think  that  you  let  Alice  divorce  you  simply  in 
order  that  you  might  be  able  to  marry  me." 

"Oh,  piffle!"  exclaimed  Tony  half-heartedly. 

"No,  I'm  quite  serious.  Besides,  you  poor  dear,  you  know 
you're  not  really  in  a  position  to  marry.  What  with  your  absurd 
generosity  to  Alice  and  all  the  other  claims  on  you,  you  can 
scarcely  have  two  thousand  a  year  of  your  own  now.  We  must 
look  facts  in  the  face.  You  know,  you're  much  better  off  as  you 
are.    I'm  thinking  of  you,  you  know,  dear." 

"But  you  mustn't  do  that,  Rosie.  I  don't  want  you  to. 
There's  you  to  consider ;  if  we  don't  marry,  what  are  you  going 
to  do?" 
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Enjoy  Greater  Shaving  Speed  and  Comfort  with  the  Famous 
"SPIRO"  STROPPER  and  WATTS  BLADES 

— a  Perfect  Combination  for 
Safety  Razor  Users. 

With  a  few  turns  of  the  handle  Watts 
"Spiro"  Stropper  puts  new  super-keen 
edges  on  dull  blades  with  the  correct 
heel  to  toe  action.  Easy  to  use — scien- 
tifically perfect  in  action.  Highly  nickel 
plated.  Hand  made  throughout  and 
strongly  built  for  a  life-time's  service. 
Watt's  Razor  Blades  are  made  from  the 
finest  steel  obtainable  and  with  occa- 
sional stropping  will  keep  their  keen 
edges  indefinitely.  Fit  exactly  Gillette  or 
Auto   Strop   holders. 

Made    and    fully    guaranteed    by 

JOHN  WATTS,  SHEFFIELD,  Eng.  (1765) 

If  your  local  dealer  cannot  supply  you,  order 
direct  from  Canadian  Agent.  A.  W.  S  Jervis. 
IS  Toronto  St.,  Toronto.  SPIRO  STROPPER 
$6.T,0— WATTS  BLADES— Gillette  Type  $1.00 
— Autostrop  Type  $1.20  per  package  postpaid. 
For  a  limited  period  one  WATTS  "MIRROR" 
BLADE  will  be  given  FREE  with  every  Stropper 
ordered  direct. 


A  little  higher  in  price  ,  but— 

what  a  wonderful  difference 

a  few  cents  make 


"Oh,  I  shall  rub  along  somehow,"  she  said  wearily,  "I  expect 
I  can  manage.  Of  course,  I  shall  never  love  anybody  else  as  I 
love  you,  Tony.  But  we  must  be  sensible,  mustn't  we?  I've 
been  thinking  it  over  for  days  and  days,  and,  though  you  may 
think  it  unkind,  I  begin  to  feel  that  it  is  my  duty,  and  really  the 
best  thing  I  can  do  for  you,  to  accept  another  offer." 

"What  offer?"  he  said  quickly. 

"Mr.  Isidore  Funkelheim  has  asked  me  to  marry  him." 

Tony  was  silent.  He  felt  that  argument  was  useless.  He 
knew  Funkelheim  had  fully  twenty  thousand  a  year.  He  lit 
another  cigarette  to  hide  his  emotion.  "It  sounds  awful,  dar- 
ling," he  said  at  last,  "but" — he  sighed — "I  suppose  you  know 
best." 

— Cambridge  University  Crania. 


Tit  for  Tat 

Scene:    The  back  porch. 

Time:    Last  night. 

Gertrude — "You  are  a  nice  boy,  Jeremiah." 
Jeremiah — "Don't  say  that,  Gertrude." 
Gerty — "Jerry!    And  why  not?" 
Jerry — "You'll  make  me  conceited,  Gerty." 
Gerl — "Jer  dear,  that  would  be  carrying  coals  to  Newcastle." 
Jer — "Be  that  as  it  may  or  may  not  be,  Gert,  I  believe  I'm 
almost  fond  of  you." 

G — "A  soft  answer — and  so  forth.    Kiss  me  then,  J!" 
/ — "I'd  rather  not,  G" 
—"What?    Oh!" 

— "That,  I  sadly  grieve  to  state,  would  be  carrying  coals  to 
Newcastle." 

(Curtain) 
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Page   Mr.   Webster 

(Rev.    Zebulon    Eleazer    Jefferson,    colored    pastor    of    the 
Southern  Methodist  Church,  makes  the  first  nominating  speech 
at  the  4th  Party  Convention,   1932). 
Gennulmun: 

We  have  inorganated  ouah  Pahty  suspiciously  into  the  bull 
pastures  of  politicks.  It  is  ouah  inviolent  trust  to  pertain  that 
good  staht  up  to  the  high  enervation  at  which  it  now  is.  We 
condemnify  any  pervicious  attempt  to  decease  from  advancin 
ouah  Pahty  interusts,  and  if  they  is  a  traituh  presunt  in  this 
great  consternation  tryin'  to  perjure  ouah  Pahty,  let  him  be 
keerful  that  he  don't  suffah  puhsonal  perjury  hisself.  It  is  very 
obverse  what  we  ah  tryin'  to  do;  fust,  to  deduce  taxes,  and 
second,  to  free  cellud  breddren  all  ovah  the  world  by  a  2nd 
"Emasculation  Act."  And  who  is  the  brudder  that  can  ac- 
complish this  mos'  salaciously?  We  need  a  man  whose  mar- 
vels ah  unimpassible,  whose  record  is  not  smirked  with  con- 
firmizing  ac's,  and  who  has  the  tenebrosity  of  puhpose  to  ex- 
tinguish us  irrevitably  in  the  White  House.  Gennulmun,  dere  is 
on'y  one  such  puhson  heah,  and  Ah  wish  to  nauseate — Brudder 
Nehemiah  Grant!!     Ah  thank  you. 

—  Yale  Record. 
*       *       * 

Fair  Patient — "Oh,  doctor,  what  do  you  recommend  for  a 
tired,  fagged-out  brain?" 

Doctor — "Well,  fish  is  a  great  brain  food." 

Patient — "What  kind  of  fish?" 

Doctor — "Why,  for  you,  a  couple  of  whales  might  be  about 
right  to  start  with."  — Drown  Jug. 


Dr.  A.  G.  Sinclair,  pastor  of  the  famous  Old  First  Church 
of  Bloomfield,  New  Jersey,  is  receiving  congratulations  on  the 
success  of  the  Mother's  Day  exercises  in  his  Bible  school.  He 
described  touchingly  to  the  children  a  painting:  A  cottage  in- 
terior, a  child  dangerously  ill,  the  father  and  the  doctor  hovering 
near,  the  mother  seated  at  a  table,  her  head  in  her  arms. 

"What  do  you  think  the  mother  was  doing?"  asked  the 
minister. 

"Cross-word  puzzles!"  a  small  girl  promptly  answered.' 

— New  York  Times. 

*  *       * 

"You  say  you  are  from  London?  That  would  make  you  a 
Londonite,  wouldn't  it?  By  the  way,  may  I  have  another  one 
of  those  cigars?" 

"Yes.    And  you  say  you  are  from  Pans?" 

■ — Flamingo. 

*  *       * 

"I  don't  mind  your  naming  me  Alasper  Smith,  mother,  but 
why  Alasper  Y.  Smith?" 

"Why,  after  Shakespeare's  hero,  of  course  —  surely  you 
know  of  Alasper  Yorick!" 

— Ohio  Sun  Dial. 

In  the  spring  it's  spring  fever,  in  the  summer,  it's  the  heat 
(no — the  humidity),  and  in  the  autumn  it's  "that  tired  feeling." 
In  the  winter  it's  called  laziness.  — Widow. 

*  *       * 

.  ."What  do  you  wear  under  these  lace  dresses?" 
"That's  a  slip." 
"Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon!" 

— Jester, 
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GOBLINS  LIMERICK  CONTEST 


Anyone  Can  Compete 


Prizes 


First  Prize:  $20.00  if  win- 
ner is  a  subscriber  to 
GOBLIN,  or  if  he  sends 
in  a  subscription  with  his 
answer,  $10.00  if  not  a 
subscriber. 

Five  Prizes  of  $2.00  to 
subscribers  or  $1.00  to 
non-subscribers. 

Subscriptions  may  be  sent 
in  with  answers  by  using 
the   form   below. 


Rules 


(1)  Contestants  positively 
MUST  be  over  two  years 
of  age,  sane,  or  nearly  so, 
and  sober  at  the  time  of 
writing. 

(2)  Last  lines  must  be  in 
our  hands  by   Aug.   6. 

(3)  Results  will  be  pub- 
lished in  the  September 
number  of  GOBLIN. 

(4)  Members  of  the  firm 
may  not  win  prizes  and 
all  that   sort   of  thing. 


A  habitant  down  in  Quebec, 
Smoked  home-grown  tabac  by  the  peck 
He  puffed  and  he  blew 
And  his  wife,  she  did  too, 


Supply  the  Missing  Line! 


Last  Month's  Awards 

Goblin's  staff  of  rhyming  experts  in  conjunction  with  the  special  staff  of  professors  of 
euphony  and  rhythm,  having  consulted  the  stars,  gazed  in  the  crystal,  and  given  the 
matter  due  consideration,  announce  the  winner  of  last  month's  Limerick  Contest  to  be 
Hugh  D.  Paterson,  105  Hilton  Ave.,  Toronto,  with  the  following: 

A  sailor  whose  name  was  McSpink 

Had  a  row  with  a  waterfront  Chink, 

But  a  cop  on  his  rounds, 

Heard  the  terrible  sounds. 

And  said  only  'Assault  (a  salt)  under  Dnnk." 


GOBLINS  LTD.,  272  Bay  St.,  Toronto. 
Dear  Sirs: 

Enclosed  find  $ for  . .  . 

National  Humourous  Monthly. 


years'  subscription  to  Canada's 


N£ 


Street  Address   

Town    Province 


The  five  other  prizes  of  one 
or  two  dollars  each  (sec  rules 
of  contest)  go  to  the  authors  of 
the   following    last   lines  • 

(1)  "His  ship   is   now  II.   M.  S. 

Clinic," 
Sent    in    by    R.    I!.    Kerr.    Branl 
Ave.,    Brantford. 

(2)  "And     hi:     collared  -  hand  - 

cuffed    the    poor    gink." 

Sent  in  by  W.  P.  Mackay,  76 
Brock   St.,   Simcoe,   Ont. 

(3)  "It    was    lucky    he    did — for 

McSpink." 

Sent  in  by  Corrigan  Pearson, 
551  Canterbury  St.,  Woodstock, 
Ont. 

(4)  "And    the    sequel    was    just 

what    you    think." 
Sent   in  by   P.   Kennedy,   3   Percy 
St.,  Ottawa,  Ont. 

(5)  "And  they  saw  stars,   celes- 

tial, I   think." 
Sent    in    by    W.    B.    Hambly.    25 
Wineva    Ave.,    Toronto. 


Honorable  mention  also  goes  to  : 
Ernest   Arnold, 

Chatham,    Ont. 
Mrs.    S.   W.   Cohen, 

4257  Avenue  Road, 

Montreal,   P.Q. 
Paul   A.    Gardner, 

24    Division  St., 

Toronto. 
W.   B.    Leatherdale, 

Box   43, 

Coldwater,    Ont. 
Miss  C.  Lang, 

2150   Oak   Bay   Ave., 

Victoria,    B.C. 
Alex.   Ross, 

221    Spadina   Ave., 

Toronto. 
Christine    Buffoch, 

37    Frechette  Ave., 

Cartierville,  P.Q. 
Dr.   W.   Paul, 

Victoria     St.. 

Tweed,  Ont. 

A.  A.    Macdonald. 

136   Lake  Shore  Rd., 

Center   Island. 
Dr.    G.    M.    Ferris, 

Cobourg,    Ont. 
F.    Fincham, 

147   Morse  St., 

Toronto. 
John    K.    Affleck, 

51   Howland   Ave., 

Toronto. 

B.  Macgillvray, 
249    Jubilee    Rd., 
Halifax,   N.S. 

L.  Daniel, 

27   Elgin  Ave., 

Toronto. 
W.    F.   Fraser, 

201    Stobart   Bldg., 

Victoria,    B.C. 
Pauline   E.   Steeves, 

4074    Tupper    St., 

Montreal,    P.Q. 
Mrs.   K.   D.   MacDonald, 

213    Lauder   Ave., 

Toronto. 
L.    B.    Nuttall, 

Prescott,   Ont. 
H.   F.   Ward, 

Gananoque,   Ont. 
P.   G.    Manchee, 

200   Glen   Cairn   Ave., 

Toronto. 


38 


Goblin 


,ii  U  A  U  ll  11   1111 


Tr^~:T-n~n~p"Ti^rr;n*~iTir  ir  v~^'nT~n~^^fr'T^!^^^T^^^>^^  r  •'  rjiTi~rr-r-"-^f  ,r  ]i i"T  t- -frrfT 


"How  was  old  Codlin  when  you 
saw  him?" 

"Down  and  out,   and  glad  of  it." 

"Go  on!     How's  that?" 

"He'd  just  been  up  in  an  aero- 
plane." 

— Sydney  Bulletin. 

Master  (to  maid)  :  "Your  sweet- 
heart is  waiting  for  you  outside!" 

Maid:  "How  do  you  know  it  is 
my  sweetheart?" 

Master:  "He  is  smoking  one  of 
my  cigars!" 

— Vikingen,  Oslo. 

"Why  don't  you  get  married?" 

"Because  we  can't  get  any  house  or 
flat!" 

"But  can't  you  live  with  your  par- 
ents-in-law?" 

"No,  because  they  are  still  living 
with  their  parents-in-law." 

— Meggendorfer  Blaeller,  Munich. 


Wife:  "Fritz  complains  of  a  head- 
ache.   He  had  better  see  the  doctor." 

Husband:  "It's  nothing.  He's  al- 
ways complaining  of  headaches." 

Wife:     "But  this   is  the    first   time 

he  has  done  so  on  a  school  holiday." 

— Nagels  Lustige   Welt,  Berlin. 

*  *       * 

Ethel:  "Maud  has  been  trying  to 
learn  how  to  play  golf  for  quite  four 
months  now." 

Teddy:    "Is  her  instructor  stupid?" 
Ethel:     "No,  handsome." 

— Pilot,    IVelwyn. 

*  *       * 

Auto  Salesman:  And  what  kind 
of  a  horn  would  you  like,  sir?  Do  you 
care  for  a  good,  loud  blast? 

Haughty  Customer:  No;  I  want 
something  that  just  sneers. 

— Punch. 


Niagara  Falls  Tourists  Prefer 
this  Buffalo  Hotel 

GOING  over  the  year,  we  find  that 
many  of  our  guests  come  from 
Canada — Canadians  like  the  homelike 
comfort  of  this  modern,  fireproof 
hotel  with  its  complete  service, 
attractive  outside  rooms,  excellent 
cuisine. 

The  Hotel  Lenox  is  not  too  large  for  per- 
sonal attention  (250  rooms).  Quietly  sit- 
uated, convenient  to  the  shopping  district, 
clubs  and  theatres.  The  rates  are  moder- 
ate—$2.00  to  $5.00  per  day  for  single  rooms ; 
$3.00  to  $7.00  per  day  for  double  rooms. 

The  Van  Dyke  taxi  service  will  bring  you 
to  the  hotel  without  cost  to  you — just  ask 
the   Van   Dyke  agent  at  the  station. 

Motorists  follow  Main  Street  or  Delaware 
Avenue  to  North  Street. 
On   the  Empire  and  Great  Lakes   Tours, 

Write   for    FREE    Road    Guides,    Maps 
and  Hotel  Booklet. 

HOTEL  LENOX 

North  St.,  just  west  of  Delaware 

BUFFALO,  N.  Y. 

CLARENCE  A.  MINER,  Proprietor 


The  celebrated  orator  Rios  Rojas 
always  dyed  his  beard,  but  never  his 
hair.  Once  a  young  reporter  asked 
him  if  he  would  give  the  reason. 

"There  are  two  reasons,"  was  the 
reply.  "The  second  is  that  it  pleases 
me  to  do  it." 

"And  the  first  one?" 

"To  give  fools  something  to  talk 
about." 

— Fliegende  Blaelter,  Munich. 

*  *       * 

The  Call  of  the  South 

What  we  don't  understand  is  why 

those    Northerners   who    are    dying   of 

heat  don't  come  South  for  the  summer. 

— Dollar  News. 

*  *       * 

Holding   Aloof 

"You  don't  show  any  interest  in 
Arctic  exploration." 

"Why  should  I?"  rejoined  Sena- 
tor Sorghum.  "So  far  as  I  have  been 
able  to  observe,  the  Eskimo  vote  has 
no  influence  whatever." 

— Washington   Star. 

*  *       * 

Many  a  lyric  is  sold  for  a  song. 

— Banter. 
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A  Thunder  Storm 

Looks  like  rain,  Miss  Heppleth- 
waite ....  See  that  little  cloud  over 
there?.  .  .  .Well,  that's  what  is  called 
an  ominous  little  cloud.  .  .  .All  severe 
electric  storms  start  with  ominous  little 
clouds.  .  .  .It's  getting  bigger.  .  .  .You 
are  pale,  Miss  Hepplethwaite .  .  .  . 
Are  you  afraid  of  lightning? .... 
You're  not  afraid  of  it  but  you  are 
afraid  of  being  hit  by  it.  .  .  .Well, 
I'd  call  that  quibbling,  and  there's 
only  one  thing  worse  than  quibbling, 
Miss     Hepplethwaite,      and     that     is 

quoits No,    I    like    quilts 

Crazy  or  not,  I  like  quilts.  .  .  .You 
are  afraid,  my  dear ....  You  can't 
conceal  it,  because  your  teeth  just 
dropped  out  and  they  are  still  chat- 
tering down  there  behind  the  incom- 
ing letter  basket,  or,  as  I  like  to  call 
it,  the  waste  basket ....  Don't  be 
afraid,  my  dear.  .  .  .Ah,  that  was  a 
crash ....  It  will  be  a  magnificent 
storm ....  I   wish    Ben    Franklin   were 

here Child,       you're       positively 

shimmying  with  fear ....  Is  it  as  bad 
as  all  that?.  .  .  .Put  your  typewriter 
down  and  come  over  here  by  Mr. 
Sullivan ....  There,  there,  poor  child 
.  .  .  Nothing  can  harm  you  while 
Mr.  Sullivan  has  you  in  his  keeping 
....  Nestle  close ....  Put  your  arms 
around  Mr.  Sullivan's  neck ....  Ah, 
ah,  don't  touch  that  watch  chain  now 
....  Watches  and  chains  are  con- 
ductors of  lightning.  .  .  .You  say  your 
grandfather  was  a  conductor?.  .  .  .  On 
the  Erie  ?  .  .  .  .  How  interesting ....  I 
was  on  the  Erie  once,  spent  a  sum- 
mer vacation  there ....  Feel  better 
now?.  .  .  .You  know  you're  quite  an 
armful,  Miss  Hepplethwaite.  .  .  .You 
ought  to  avoid  butter,  sweets  and 
eggs ....  I  know  it's  awfully  hard  to 
avoid  eggs ....  No  matter  where  you 
go  you  meet  them.  .  .  .Oh,  THAT 
was  a  clap  of  thunder,  wasn't  it? ...  . 
I  never  heard  such  baritone  thunder. 
....  Don't  hug  Mr.  Sullivan  so  tight, 
my  dear ....  You'll  choke  him  .... 
After  all,  I  prefer  death  by  lightning 
to  death  by  slow  strangulation.  .  .  . 
They  say  your  whole  life  passes  be- 
fore you  when  you  die  by  strangula- 
tion and  I'd  have  to  see  mine  over 
again.  .  .  .Yes,  indeed,  a  bum 
....  It's  getting  darker .  .  . 
magnificent  an  electric  storm 
you're  not  out  in  it.  .  .  .The 
comes  splashing  by  in  white  sheets.  .  .  . 
Drops  as  big  as  your  solitaire  are 
splashing  on  the  ledge  outside.  .  .  .The 
black  clouds  are  scurrying  across  the 
sky  like  pickaninnies  late  for  school. 
....  The  trees  in  City  Hall  Park  are 
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at  Jasper  Pari*,  ipdcfe 

^  in  the  Heart  of  the  Canadian  Rockies 

This  great  Playground  of  4,400  square 
miles  invites  you  to  its  glorious  retreats. 

Hundreds  of  mountain  peaks  challenge  the 
climber.  Delightful  saddle  trips  to  nearby- 
glaciers  ;  swimming  in  pool  or  lake.  A 
magnificent  golf  course,  set  amid  wondrous 
scenery,  adds  its  appeal. 

Enjoy  the  comfort,  entertainment  and  recreation 
of  modern  hotel  service  at  Jasper  Park  Lodge — 
on  the  shore  of  beautiful  Lac  Beauvert.  Rates 
$6.00  a  day  up,  American  plan.  Accommodation 
for  350.  Open  May  15  to  September  30.  Here 
you  see  Nature  at  her  best,  in  all  the  glory  of 
mountain  magnificence,  and  still  unmarred  by 
man.  Snow-clad  peaks,  blue  glaciers,  deep 
canyons  —  equal  to  several  Switzerlands  rolled 
into   one. 


cj0mt 
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For  complete  information  as  to 
low  tourist  fares,  reservations 
and  descriptive  literature,  apply 
to  your  nearest  Canadian 
National  Agent 


bent  under  the  weight  of  the  storm .  . 

.  .  Hark  to  that  thunder,  how  it  cracks 
and  roars ....  See  the  men  down  on 
the  plaza ....  How  small  they  look 
from  up  here ....  See  how  they  scud 
for  shelter  before  the  gale,  like  ants 
rushing  to  escape  from  some  giant's 
heel ....  Poor  little   fools ....  It's  the 

way  we  do,   Miss   H We   spend 

our  lives  trying  to  escape  storms  and 
the  lightning  always  gets  us  in  the  end 

....  That  crash  hit  near  here .... 
Don't  be  nervous ....  Cuddle  close  to 
me ...  .  Lightning  cannot  strike  this 
office,  my  dear,  because  everything  in 


here  has  been  charged ....  That  one 
looks  as  if  it  struck  the  boss's  office. 
.  .  .  .Yes,  it  did,  see  it  falling  down 
all  crumpled  and  torn  and  baffled.  . 
.  .  I  wish  it  would  stop ....  I  am  not 
trembling.  .  .  .Anybody  is  entitled  to 
a  tremble  or  two  a  week,  and  if  I 
choose  to  take  mine  now,  who  shall 
say  me  nay?.  .  .  .Mm,  it's  coming 
louder  and  louder ....  I  ought  to 
clean  out  beneath  that  desk,  do  you 
know  it?.  .  .  .No,  I'm  not  afraid.  .  .  . 
I've  been  going  to  clean  out  beneath 
that  desk  for  years.  .  .  .And  I've  been 

(Continued  on  page  41) 
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Of  Yoty 

has  caught  our  act 


If  you  enjoy  thistledown  loves  and  the 
jaunty  comedies  of  these  charming 
people  who  make  up  ourworld,you  have 

picked  the  right  show A  dozen 

times  a  year  we  offer  a  fresh  revue — 
a  revue  swarming  with  sparkles,  with 

light  and  heavy  surprises Our 

jesters  have  an  honest  feeling  for  fool- 
ishness; our  headliners  top  the  bill 
every    month    with    stories     well     and 

cleverly  told This  built-for-fun 

stuff  is  playing  twenty-four  hours  a 
day,  to  capacity  audiences,  under  the 
management  of 


Gb%6  ftmor 

1050  North  La  Salle,  Chicago 

On  Sale  at  all  News-stands 


"Now  that  debating  is  coming  into  its  own  as  a  popular  post- 
graduate pastime,"  writes  Cyril  B.  Egan,  "why  shouldn't  Tex 
Rickard  stage  for  us  the  following  classic  bouts: 

"RESOLVED,  That  meat-eating  is  immoral.  Affirmative, 
G.   Bernard  Shaw;  negative,  J.  Ogden  Armour. 

"RESOLVED,  That  Foch  was  a  greater  General  than 
von  Hindenburg.  Affirmative,  Gen.  Foch ;  negative,  Gen. 
von  Hindenburg. 

"RESOLVED,  That  millions  now  living  will  never  die. 
Affirmative,  Judge  Rutherford;  negative,  Frank  E.  Campbell." 

— New  York  World. 

*       *       * 

Remember  When: 

Montgomery  and  Stone  played  the  "Wizard  of  Oz?" 

"Ishkabibbul"   was  vogue? 

Eva  Tanguay  did  care? 

There  were  German  Bands? 

"General  Grant's  Grand  March"  was  played  at  the  eighth 
grade  exercises? 

"My  mother  taught  me  how  to  say,  'tararaboomdeay'?" 
Folks  wore  seersucker  suits? 

— Purple  Cou). 

Passer-by:  "Why  is  that  man  breaking  those  good  bricks 
in  half  with  his  hammer?" 

Boss:  "He's  filling  a  munitions  contract  for  the  Irish  gov- 
ernment." 

— Lampoon. 


Light  Reading  at  Swampscott 

The  sun  that  brief   December  day 
Rose  cheerless  over  hills  of  gray. 
And,  darkly  circled,  gave  at  noon 
A  sadder  light  than  waning  moon. 
Slow  tracing  down  the  thickening  sky 
Its  mute  and  ominous  prophecy. 
A  portent  seeming  less  than  threat, 
It  sank  from  sight  before  it  set. 

These  merry  lines,  with  their  irresistible,  bright  jingle,  being  the 
opening  of  Whittier's  "Snowbound,"  have  now  been  discovered 
to  be  President  Coolidge's  notion  of  light  summer  reading. 
But  after  all,  why  not?  At  least  you  can't  say  the  thing  heats 
the  blood.  And  if  it  sends  chills  down  your  back,  why,  chills 
are  chills  these  days.  For  light  supplemental  reading  you  might 
take  along  "Voyages  on  the  Yukon  and  Its  Tributaries,"  by 
Hudson  Stuck;  "The  Great  White  North,"  by  Helen  S. 
Wright;  "Hunting  With  the  Eskimo,"  by  Harry  Whitney, 
and,  in  case  of  a  cool  snap,  "Tropic  Days,"  by  E.  L.  Banfield. 
Then  you  can  just  sit  back  and  enjoy  yourself. 

—N.    Y.    World. 

At  a  lecture  the  speaker  orated  fervently:  "He  drove 
straight  to  his  goal.  He  looked  neither  to  the  right  nor  to  the 
left,  but  pressed  forward,  moved  by  a  definite  purpose.  Neither 
friend  nor  foe  could  delay  him,  nor  turn  him  from  his  course. 
All  who  crossed  his  path  did  so  at  their  own  peril.  What 
would  you  call  such  a  man?" 

"A  truck  driver!"  shouted  a  voice  from  the  audience. 

— Forbes  Magazine. 
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A  Thunder  Storm 

(Continued  from   page    39) 

promising  myself  to  spend  an  afternoon 
under  that  desk  for  months ....  Bang, 
there  goes  another  one !  .  .  .  .  Let  go, 
Miss  Hepplethwaite,  I  am  going  un- 
derneath the  desk ....  I  am  NOT 
afraid,  let  go  my  neck ....  What  you 
trying  to  do,  beat  me  under  that  desk? 
.  .  .  .No,  you  don't.  .  .  ."Women 
and  children  last"  is  the  motto  around 
the  office ....  You  get  under  your 
own  desk.  .  .  .There  goes  another  one. 
....  Goodby  ....  Let  me  know  when 
it's  stopped  raining. 

— Frank  Sullivan  in  the  New  York 

World. 

*  *       * 

Horrors 

Here  is  a  man  in  a  low-ceilinged 
room.  Torn  papers  and  ribbons  are 
piled  in  a  heap  on  the  floor.  Glitter- 
ing objects  cover  a  small  table.  The 
man,  too,  appears  disheveled.  His  eyes 
shine  fearfully.  He  breathes  rapidly. 
Slowly  he  reaches  for  a  small  pack- 
age. Hurriedly  he  tears  the  wrapper. 
He  looks  within,  groans,  and  sinks  to 
the  floor. 

Alas,  he  is  just  a  graduate  who  has 
uncovered  his  fifteenth  pair  of  cuff- 
links from  Aunt  Mary.  Pray,  chil- 
dren, for  his  sanity. 

— Juggler. 

*  *       * 

Pastoral 

I  would  twine  a  wreath  of  roses 

About  my  curly  head ; 
I    would    throw    off    all    my    clothing 

And  be  like  Pan  instead ; 
I  would  dance  upon  the  hillsides 

Until  I  lost  my  breath; 
I  would  do  all  this,  my  lover, 

But  would  I  freeze  to  death? 

*  *       * 

I  would  bring  you  purple  poems 

About  this  love  of  ours; 
I  would  send  you  many  orchids 

And  other  pretty  flowers; 
I  would  shower  you  with  presents 

So  you  could  not  forget; 
I  would  do  all  this,  my  lover, 

But  I'm  not  crazy  yet. 

— California   Pelican. 

*  *       * 

Friendship 

Sandy — Hoo  is  it,  Jock,  that  ye 
mak'  sic  an  enairmous  profit  off  yer 
potatoes  when  ye  gie  a  special  price 
to  each  freend? 

Jock — Well,  I  tak'  a  half-crown 
off  the  price  because  he's  a  freend  o' 
mine;  then  I  tak'  10  pounds  off  the 
hundredweight  because  I'm  a  freend  o' 
his. 

— London  Opinion. 


We  Still  Have  the  w.  e! 

I  envy  the  people  of  Detroit 

With  their  big,  booming  city. 

Auto  centre  of  the  world. 

The  towering  plants. 

The   General   Motors. 

And  Belle  Isle,  America's  Venice. 

Henry  Ford  and  the  rest. 

A  wonderful  city,  Detroit. 

Ontario  is  just  across  the  river 

It  only  costs  a  nickel  to  go  over 

Ontario  has  a  new  law  too .... 

Is  it  warm  enough  for  you,  these  days? 

I  envy  the  people  of  Detroit. 

— Juggler. 

*  *       * 

Van  Zandt:  "Why  did  you  think 
Jones  was  dead?" 

Van  Zookt:  "I  heard  him  praised 
so  highly." 

— Pitt  Panther. 

:•{  %  * 

A  Careless  Remark 

Conductor — How  old  is  this  young 
man,  madam? 

Madam — Eleven  years  old. 

Conductor — What's  that  cut  on  his 
chin? 

Madam — Oh,  he  cut  himself  while 
shaving  this  morning. 

— Philadelphia  Bulletin. 

*  *       * 

Editors  Not  Infallible 

Editors,  heaven  knows,  have  their 
faults.  Did  not  the  editor  of  the  Book 
of  Genesis  admit  two  contradictory  ac- 
counts of  the  fall  of  man? 

— Outlook. 

-••       *       * 

As  Usual 

The  coal  situation  as  the  experts 
see  it  continues  normal ;  they  predict 
higher  prices  for  both  hard  and  soft 
coal. 

— Springfield  Republican. 

%       *       # 

It  Seldom  Fails 

A  Paris  medical  review  recom- 
mends for  sleeplessness  the  isopropyl- 
orogenylbarbiturate  of  amidopyrine. 
You  can  take  it  that  way;  or  you  can 
shut  your  eyes  and  say  it  slowly, 
slow-ly,   s-1-o-w-l-y 

— N.   Y.   World. 

*  *       * 

An  Awful  Thought 

Wouldn't  it  be  terrible  if  the  situ- 
ation in  heathen  China  should  become 
so  bad  that  the  Christian  nations  would 
have  to  go  over  and  steal  all  her  oil 
wells,  if  any? 

— Ohio  Stale  Journal. 


(from  maker  to  wearer) 

Every  Dack  shoe  is  made  in  our  own 

workshops  and  only  sold  direct  to  the 

wearer  by  mail  or  at  our  shops. 

We  will  gladly  mail  you  our  newest 

style     booh    on     request — proper    fit 

assured. 

Shops  at 

Toronto:  73  King  St.  West 

Toronto:  16  Bloor  St.  East 

Montreal:  Mount  Royal  Hotel 

Winnipeg:  319  Fort  Street 


Beer  up  in  the  face  of  adversity. 

— Juggler. 


Summer  Trips 

Any  Length 
Any  Place    Any  Price 

Call  at  our  office  39  Adelaide 

St.      East,      l'or      descriptive 

folders  and  particulars. 

We    suggest    the    following    to — 
Montreal,     Quebec,     Saguenay,     Gaspe, 
Anticosti,       Newfoundland       and       the 
Gulf  of  St.  Law-ence. 

■    or    - 
Niagara    Falls,    C.reat    Lakes,    Georgian 
Bav.    Kawartha    Lakes. 

-  or    - 

Lake  Champlain,  Lake  George,  Hudson 
River  to  New  v0rk,  Atlantic  City, 
Coney  Island. 

-  or    - 

By  steamer  frorr    Quebec  to  New  York 
via   the   Atlantic   Ocean. 
•    or    - 
By    Pullman    Motor    Bus   to    New   York, 
Atlantic      City,      °hiladelphia,      Wash- 
ington. 

H'oinie  iourS 

IL  M.  (of  TorontoiLimitecf**^* 
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fT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW     DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO     IT    NOT* 


Joe  Gish  learns  about  women  from 

Aunt  Bertha 

the  demon  chaperone 


Doris  was  just  the  berries,  but  there  was 
one  bump  in  the  smooth  course  of  our  true 
love:  Aunt  Bertha,  the  demon  chaperone. 

Whenever  I  took  Doris  to  a  prom,  Aunt 
Bertha  canal-boated  along  with  us.  She 
objected  to  all  my  holds.  She  didn't  like 
the  music.  She  was  crabbing  the  party.  I 
tried  all  my  conversational  wiles  on  her. 
Her  reaction  was  G-6.  I  asked  her  if  she 
would  like  to  waltz.  She  was  rude  enough 
to  accept  and  it  took  half  George's  gin  to 
restore  me  to  normalcy. 

Finally,  in  sheer  desperation,  I  wrote  to 
the  Vogue  Information  Bureau  for  advice. 
Miss  McLean  replied  that  the  Marquis  of 
Queensberry  rules  didn't  permit  any  of  the 
drastic  measures  that  I  had  thought  of; 
and  besides,  the  police  were  very  clever. 
She  suggested  a  simpler  and  corking  plan. 


At  the  next  prom  I  parked  Aunt  Bertha  in 
a  corner,  and  handed  her  the  latest  copy  of 
Vanity  Fair.  She  picked  it  up  gingerly,  but  a 
few  minutes  later  I  saw  she  was  engrossed! 
Doris  and  I  stepped  out  to  see  the  Memorial 
Window  by  moonlight.  We  came  back  three 
dances  later.  We  hadn't  been  missed. 

Next  time,  I  took  Auntie  a  back  file  of 
Vanity  Fair  for  the  year  1924.  After  three 
hours,  we  found  her  reading  a  Stephen 
Leacock  article  to  a  delighted  circle  of 
faculty  members  and  wives.  The  Dean  of 
the  Graduate  School  was  so  intrigued  he 
didn't  realize  his  whiskers  were  caught  in 
Mrs.  Bascom's  beadwork. 

I  attribute  the  success  of  my  entire  season 
to  Vanity  Fair.     Try  it  on  your  chaperone. 


^ 


/OCoAa^ 


10  issues  for  $2 


VANITY    FAIR 

TEAR    IT    OUT    TEAR    IT    OUT    TEAR    IT    OUT    TEAR    IT     OUT     FILL    IT     IN     FILL    IT     IN     FILL    IT    IN     FILL    IT     IN 


Vanity  Fair,  Greenwich,  Conn. 


Name,  etc. 


Dear  Vanity  Fair: 
i  If  you   think  Aunt  Bertha  is  a  demon  chaperone, 

3  you  ought  to  know  Miss  Rumford  at  Western  Park 

Seminary.     F.nclosed    please    find    TWO    DOLLARS 

2  for  TEN  ISSUES.     I  need  the  first  one  for  the  Prorr. 

->  Tuesday.  

3  Illustration  copyright  by  Vanity  Fair 

PIN    TWO    BUCKS    PIN    TWO    BUCKS    PIN    TWO    BUCKS    DO    If    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    PO    IT    NOW    DO    •' 


*»•" 
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Whg  stropping  is  necessary 


No  steel  ever  made 
keeps  its  edge  indefin- 
itely— that  is  why  it  is 
necessary  to  strop  your 
blade.  The  only  safety 
razor  that  sharpens  its 
own  blade  is  the 


\klet  ylutcrStropRazor 

$5,  up  to  $25 ;  other  models  at  lower  prices 


\ 


Proof   Positive 

Two  Negro  teamsters  were  arguing 
as'  to  how  long  craps  shooting  had  been 
a  popular  pastime  in  certain  circles. 
"Ah  tell  yuh  hit  was  invented  in  the 
Spanish-American  War,"  insisted 
Moses. 

"Niggah,  yoh  ig-rance  am  shock- 
ing," declared  Rastus.  "A  man  wrote 
a  book  called  'Pair  o'  Dice  Lost' 
befo'  Gawge  Washin'ton  was  bawn!" 
— Pacific  Woodman. 


Cheery  Soul  (to  friend) :  Lawks, 
my  dear,  wot  a  turn  you  give  me!  I 
fought  you  was  dead — strite,  I  did. 
I've  'eard  several  people  speakin'  well 
of  yer  lately. 

— Punch. 

*       *       * 

"When   I   was   in   China   I   saw   a 
woman  hanging  from  a  tree." 
"Shanghai?" 
"Oh,  about  six  feet." 

—Lord  Jeff. 


Geography  on  the  East  Side 

Teacher — Name  an  island  near 
New  York  City. 

Johnny — Blackwell's. 

Teacher — Name  something  on  it. 

Johnny — Me  brudder. 

—TV.  Y.  World. 

*  *       * 

If  person  who  took  two  pair 
trousers     from     Ford    coupe    on 
Cleghorn   Drive   Wednesday   re- 
turn same  he  will  save  the  owner 
embarrassment.  Return  to  Adver- 
tiser. —  Adv.    in    the    Honolulu 
(Hawaii)    Advertiser. 
We  have  a  barrel  here  in  the  office 
we'd   be   willing   to   ship   to    Cleghorn 
Drive  if  we  thought  it  would  get  there 
in  time  to  relieve  the  embarrassment. 
— Frank  Sullivan  in  N.  Y.  World. 

*  *       * 

Pater — "How  do  you  expect  to 
support  my  daughter?  Why,  a  hun- 
dred dollars  a  month  won't  even  pay 
the  rent." 

Percy — "My  dear  sir!    Surely  you 

won't  charge  Dulcinda  and  me  rent?" 

— Chaparral. 


THE  DIET  KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 


72  and  80  West  Bloor  St. 


Tel.  R.  4382 


BREAKFAST 
AFTERNOON  TEA 


LUNCHEON 
DINNER 


Sunday  night  supper  will  be  served 
in  Annex  until  9.30 


"That's  the  second 
increase  in  a  year" 

"And  I  want  to  tell  you,  that  means  something 
in  these  days  when  a  fellow  is  lucky  to  hold  his 
job,  let  alone  get  an  increase  in  salary. 

"Just  about  a  year  ago  six  men  in  my  depart- 
ment were  discharged.  Why?  Well,  because 
business  had  eased  off — the  firm  was  cutting  the 
payroll — these  six  men  were  untrained — they 
could  be  replaced  in  an  hour  if  necessary. 

"That  woke  me  up.  I  decided  that  I  was 
going  to  know  so  much  about  my  job  and  the 
job  ahead  that  I'd  be  almost  indispensable  to 
our  business.  So  I  enrolled  with  the  Inter- 
national Correspondence  Schools. 

"It  was  the  best  thing  I  ever  did.  It  not  only 
helped  me  to  keep  the  job  I  had,  but  it  paved  the 
way  for  a  better  one.  I'll  never  be  afraid  of  hard 
times  as  long  as  I  have  my  I.C.S.  diploma." 

Wouldn't  you  like  to  have  a  better  job  and  an 
increase  in  salary  within  the  next  year?  It  is  by 
no  means  impossible.  One  hour  a  day,  spent  with 
the  I.C.S.  in  the  quiet  of  your  own  home,  will  pre- 
pare you  for  the  position  your  want  in  the  work 
you  like  best. 

Yes,  it  will!  Put  it  up  to  us  to  prove  it.  With- 
out cost,  without  obligation,  just  mark  and  mail 
this  coupon. 

TEAR  OUT  HERE 

INTERNATIONAL  CORRESPONDENCE 

SCHOOLS  CANADIAN,  LIMITED 
Department   1984B    Montreal,  Canada 

Without  cost  or  obligation,  please  send  me  full  In- 
formation about  the  subject  before  whicu,  I  nave 
marked  !'X"  in  the  list  below : 

BUSINESS  TRAINING   DEPARTMENT 

□  Business  Management       □French 

□  Industrial  Management     □Salesmanship 

□  Personnel  Organization      □Advertising 
□Traffic  Management  □Better  Let tera 

□  Banking  &  Banking  Law   □Foreign  Trade 
□Accountancy  □Show  Card  Lettering 

□  Nicholson  Cost  Acc'ting    □Stenogrui<liy  &  Typing 

□  Bookkeeping  □  Common  Scb'U-ubjectd 

□  Business Enclish  □High  School  Subjects 
□Private  Secretary                □Illustrating 
□Spanish                                □  Cartooning 
TECHNICAL  and  INDUSTRIAL  DEPARTMENT 

□  Electrical  Engineering       □  Architect 

□  Electric  Lighting  □  Conlractorand  Bullae? 

□  Electrical  Wiring  □  Architect '1  Draftsman 

□  Mechanical  Engineer  □  Concrete  Builder 

□  Mechanical  Draftsman      □  Structural  Engineer 

□  Machine  Shop  Practice      □  Plumbing  and  Heating 

□  Railroad  Positions  □  Textile  Manufacturing 

□  Gas  Engine  Operating        □  Chemistry 

□  Civil  Engineering  □Pnampcv 

□  Surveying and  Mapping    □Arton  otiile  Work 

□  Min.Eng.or  Metallurgist  □  Nav'patluD 

□  Steam  Engineer  □Ae-iouliure  &  Poultry 

□  Radio  QMatbernatica 

□  Airplane  Engines 

Name 

Street 

Address. ...» , 

City Prop. 

Occupation 

If  name  of  Course  you  want  is  not  in  the  above  list, 
please  explain  your  needs  in  a  utter. 


Revenge 

Little  Jack  Horner  sat  in  a  corner, 

A  sweet  little  Miss  by  his  side. 
He  put  forth  his  arms  and  the  best  of 
his  charms, 
But  a  kiss  she  would  not  provide. 

— Illinois  Wesley  an  Argus. 
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SMOKING  MIXTURE 


For   Art's   Sake 

Judge  (to  prospective  juryman)  :  "So  you've  formed  an  opin- 
ion of  the  case?" 

P.  J. :  "Yes,  your  honor,  one  look  at  that  man  convinced  me 
he  was  guilty." 

Judge:  "Heavens!  Man,  that's  the  Prosecuting  Attorney!" 

■ — Caveman. 

1st  Father:  "When  is  your  boy  coming  home?" 
2nd  Father:   "Well,  I  had  a  letter  last  week  saying  that  he 
would  be  home  Tuesday.     That  was  two  days  ago.     I've  seen 
a  bag  in  the  house,  but  I  can't  say  if  he  is  here." 

— Lyre. 
*       *       * 

Discriminating 

Frosh  (at  P.O.)  :  "I'd  like  to  see  some  of  your  two-cent 
stamps,  please." 

The  clerk  produced  a  sheet  of  one  hundred  twos. 
The  freshman  pointed  to  the  stamp  in  the  center. 
"I'll  take  that  one,"  he  said. 

— Punch  Bowl. 

^  *  * 

"I'd  like  to  go  to  a  funeral  this  afternoon,  sir,"  said  the  office 
boy. 

"Oh,  you  would,  would  you?"  the  chief  heartlessly  replied. 
"Well,  you  won't." 

"No,  sir;  I  know  I  won't,"  the  boy  murmured  resignedly. 
"But  I  would  like  to  all  the  same." 

Something  tragic  and  appealing  in  the  youthful  voice  led  the 
chief  to  ask:  "Whose  funeral?" 

"Yours,  sir,"  said  the  boy. 


Professor  (lecturing  on  the  Orang  Outang)  :  "I  must  ask  you 
gentlemen,  to  give  me  your  undivided  attention.  It  will  be  ab- 
solutely impossible  for  you  to  form  a  true  concept  of  this  anthro- 
poid unless  you  keep  your  eyes  fixed  on  me." 

— Orange  Owl. 

*  *  S;S 

Phyllis   (the  morning  after  the  dance)  :  '  i  es,  and  when  we 
were  sitting  out,  Jack  said  I  was  queen  of  his  heart!" 
Molly:  "And  what  then?" 
Phyllis:  "I  asked  him  where  the  crown  jewels  were!" 

—Belle  Hop. 


"How's  the  act  going?" 

"They're  applauding  something  fierce. 

"You  said  something." 


-Life. 


A  Boston  doctor  claims  that  the  Hub  babies  don't  start  talk- 
ing until  six  months  after  the  infants  in  other  cities.  Well,  it's 
pretty  tough  to  say  "paterfamilias"  when  the  other  kids  only 
have  to  say  "dada." 

— Beanpol. 

Policeman   (producing  note  book)  :    "Name,  please." 
Motorist:   "Alogsiurs  Alastiat  Cyprian." 
Policeman    (putting  away  note  book)  :   "Well,  don't  let  me 
catch  you  again." 

— Punch. 

*  *       * 

A  man  had  fallen  overboard  and  a  tragedy  was  at  hand. 
"Throw  him  a  lifesaver!"  yelled  the  captain. 
"Oh  no!"  shrieked  Algy.      "Worst  thing  in  the  world  you 
know,  really.    They  take  the  breath  away." 

■ — Froth. 

*  *       * 

Everybody   In 

"I  see  in  the  paper  that  a  widower  with  nine  children,  out  in 
Nebraska,  has  married  a  widow  with  seven  children." 
"That  was  no  marriage.     That  was  a  merger." 

— Washington   Post. 

*  *       * 

History  Prof. — "What  is  the  contribution  of  the  Middle 
Ages  to  modern  college  life?" 

Freddie — "Chaperones."  — Purple  Parrot. 


Where  People  Stay 

Courtesy  and  personal  care  in  service — the  centre 
of  everything  worth  while  in  the  city  —  super- 
excellent  cuisine. 


Vernon  G.  Cardy, 
Managing  Director. 


Direction:    United  Hotels 
Company  of  America. 
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Two  Minds 


The  lady  with  the  eye,  and  the  gentleman  whose 
eye  she  has  -put  out  with  her  bewitching  charms, 
are  respectively  Miss  Agatha  Gadabout  and  Mr. 
Julian  Dresswell.  Both  read  the  Mail  and  Empire, 
but  for  widely  different  reasons. 

Miss  Gadabout  has  a  highly  developed  interest  in 
Styles,  Society  and  What  Women  Are  Doing.  In 
Mr.  Dresswell 's  mind  the  World's  Series  vies  with 
the  League  of  Nations  as  an  item  of  importance. 

Both  find  that  the  paper  which  keeps  them  best  in- 
formed in  a  conservative,  authentic  manner  on 
their  respective  interests  is  the  Mail  and  Empire. 
That  is  one  of  the  reasons  why  it  is  Canada's  larg- 
est morning  paper 

Up-to-the-minute  news  on  politics,  sports  and 
world  events  combined  with  a  sane  editorial  policy 
has  made  the  Mail  and  Empire  the  favorite  at  the 
nation's  breakfast  table 


$6.00  delivered,  $5.00  by  mail 


Daily  Average  Circulation  for  June  was  117,745 
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Here's  a 
Week's  Reading 

There  is  no  pretence  here  of  uplift  or  instruc- 
tion. You  won't  be  made  better  or,  we  hope, 
worse  by  contact  with  this  issue.  It  is  aimed, 
solely,  at  entertainment.  The  sad  and  dreary  is 
entirely  lacking,  the  drab  banned,  the  intellectual 
is  frowned  upon.  What  we  are  offering  you  is 
pure  enjoyment.  Bright  and  breezy  stories,  of 
human  relations,  of  swift  adventure  of  gripping 
suspense. 

For  instance  we  remember  the  theological  stu- 
dent who  had  a  nervous  break-down  and  decided 
to  be  a  police  reporter,  just  to  give  his  nerves  a 
complete  rest.  The  Captain  in  Norman  Reilly 
Raine's  story  felt  just  that  way.  He  was  a  cap- 
tain of  sail.  Steam  was  child's  play.  He  took 
his  holiday  on  the  bridge  of  the  S.S.  Baltic  Belle. 
Well,  you  can  imagine  that  it  wasn't  entirely 
soothing  going  for  that  theological  student. 

Are  You  a  Cross-word  Fan? 


If  you're  a  cross-word  puzzle  expert,  or  if  you 
aren't,  you'll  be  interested  in  "The  Buzz  Saw." 
It's  by  William  Hazlett  Upson.  And  it's  about  a 
tractor  salesman,  and  a  college  education.  What 
has-  a  cross-word  puzzle  got  to  do  with  that?  It 
will  interest  and  amuse  you  to  find  out,  so  we 
will  leave  it  at  that,  but  remember,  you  don't 
have  to  be  a  cross-word  fan  to  be  amused. 

"The  Push"  is  a  business  story  with  an  unusual 
twist  by  Adam  Harold  Brown,  and  it  is  illus- 
trated by  the  author's  brother,  Arthur  William 
Brown. 

"Meg  of  the  Limelight,"  by  Henry  Holt,  is  a 
story  that  has  a  thrill  in  it,  whimsicality  and 
pathos  and  humor  all  strangely  mixed.  It  is  a 
story  to  remember. 

"James  Illinois  Bell,"  is  the  strange  name  of 
the  tale  by  Harvey  J.  O'Higgins.  It  is  a  mystery 
and  detective  story.  It  was  Duff,  the  keen-eyed 
detective — facing  the  man  who  told  his  story  as 
impassively  as  a  gambler  playing  his  hand — who 
finally  laid  bare  the  motive  of  that  mystery.  It 
is  that  strange  denouement  that  gives  the  story 
its  gripping  power. 

In  the  North  Woods  or  in  London 

You  have  your  choice  of  either.  Arthur  Heming 
in  the  second  instalment  of  the  Living  Forest, 
gives  you  an  inner  look  at  the  great  North,  and 
William  J.  Locke  tells  of  the  world  of  London  and 
the  Continent  as  it  surrounds  that  titanic  and 
appealing  figure,  Pandolfo. 

All  this  and  more  in  the  All  Fiction  number, 
out  July  15. 
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Pathetic   Ballad 

Two  aged  convicts  lonely  sat  inside  a  prison  wall, 

For  another's  crime,  the  cell  they  filled,  and  it  was  very  small, 

A  low-down  man  had  forged  a  check,  and  they  were  blamed 

instead, 
But  neither  would  see  the  other  go,  so  they  were  both  arrested. 

Chorus : 

Pals  of  old, — pals  of  old, — 

Their  hearts  were  made  out  of  gold. 

And  you'll  find  them  together 

In  all  kinds  of  weather, 
For  they  were  just  pals  of  old! 

One  day  while  eating  dinner,  there  came  more  tragedy; 

Both  pals  (how  strange!)  were  called  to  rest  in  the  high  peni- 
tentiary. 

One  choked  to  death  on  a  piece  of  beef, — the  other  upon  a  bone ; 

The  warden  was  sorry  to  hear  about  it,  and  said  with  a  sort  of 
moan: 

Pals  of  old, — pals  of  old, — 

Their  true  hearts  were  made  out  of  gold. 
And  they  used  to  be  together 
In  all  kinds  of  weather, 

For  they  were  just  pals  of  old ! 

— Yale  Record. 

*  *       * 

"And  at  her  request  you  gave  up  drinking?" 

"Yes  sir." 

"And  you  quit  cigarettes  for  the  same  reason?" 

"I  did." 

"And  you  no  longer  swear  because  of  her  disapproval?" 

"Exactly." 

"And  it  was  for  her  you  gave  up  playing  poker  too?" 

"Then  why  didn't  you  marry  her?" 

"Well,  after  all  that  reforming  I  saw  that  I  could  do  better" 

— Jack-o-Lanlern. 

*  *       * 

"Doctor — "Well,  my  good  man,  have  you  any  temperature 
this  morning?" 

Patient — "No,  the  nurse  took  it." 

— Virginia  Reel. 

*  *       * 

Conductor  on  Campus  Streetcar — "Say,  you  fellows  can't 
hang  on  the  back  end  of  this  car.  It  isn't  fare  to  the  company." 

•    ■ — Chaparral. 

*  *       * 

Junior   Week    Post-Mortem 

"Dear  Clara,"  wrote  the  young  man,  "Pardon  me,  but  I'm 
getting  so  forgetful.  I  proposed  to  you  last  night,  but  really  for- 
got whether  you  said  yes  or  no." 

"Dear  Will,"  she  replied,  "So  glad  to  hear  from  you.  I 
knew  I  said  yes  to  someone  last  night,  but  I  had  forgotten  just 
who  it  was." 

— Panther. 

*  *       * 

The   Traffic   Problem 

First  Irate  Passenger  (in  crowded  car)  :  "Do  you  mind  tak- 
ing your  foot  off  mine?" 

Second  Irate  Passenger:  "Certainly,  if  you'll  take  your  pipe 
out  of  my  mouth." 

— Royal  Magazine  (London). 


BRIDE 


Give  something  electrical 
— and  make  sure  it  carries 
the  Hotpoint  trade  mark. 


PRACTICAL,  yet  in  perfect  keeping  with  the  occasion,  Hotpoint 
devices  make  ideal  wedding  presents.    Their  attractive  appear- 
ance and  enviable  reputation  have  made  them  doubly  welcome 
by  that  fastidious  young  person — the  modern  bride. 

Hotpoint  Percolators,  in  a  variety  of  styles  and  sizes,  are  most 
acceptable  gifts.  The  one  illustrated  is  known  as  the  P3,  and  is 
of  six-cup  capacity.  Hotpoint  Percolators  are  protected  by  a  pat- 
ented safety  switch  which  operates  immediately  should  the  appli- 
ance accidentally  boil  dry. 

Crisp,  golden-brown  toast  is  universally  popular  for  breakfast,  but 
when  made  by  a  Hotpoint  Reversible  Toaster,  it  is  even  more 
desirable.  This  device  turns  the  toast  without  handling,  and  toasts 
two  slices  of  bread  at  the  same  time. 

No  home  could  possibly  be  complete  without  a  Hotpoint  Iron.  This 
famous  Iron  has  been  the  choice  of  over  six  million  women.  Its 
patented  thumb  rest,  hinged  cord  plug  and  celebrated  hot  point 
have  put  it  in  a  class  by  itself. 

The  Hotpoint  Three-Heat  Table  Grill  is  another  popular  gift.  This 
useful  article  will  cook  an  entire  meal  for  three  people.  It  will  boil, 
broil,  toast  or  fry — any  two  operations  at  the  same  time. 
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Servants  for  the  Home 

A  Canadian  General  Electric  Product 
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